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OVER -'30 YEARS SINCE ITS ORIGINAL 
RELEASE, APOCALYPSE NOW REMAINS 
AN UNSURPASSED MASTERPIECE. 


Directed by Francis Ford Coppola 
Slurring Atari in Sheen, Marlon Brando, Itoberl Duval! 
Releaacd Afa^ 27 


WORDS BY 

MATT BOCHENSKI 



t the fint casually of war is truth, 
Apocalypie Now must be the greatest 
tic ever told. Because here, in the 
journey of a Marine captain through 
the dark heart of Viemam, Francis 
Ford Coppola has captured the full 

and grotesque, cosmic absurdity. 
But in doing so, he embarked on a 
parallel journey a ruinous, cathartic 
expedition both physical and spiritual. 
Pushed to the limits of his own 
ambition, he refashioned tus him 
uto something closer to poetry chan 
fiction, and conferred on Apocalypie 
Now its own awful, irresistible truth. 

That truth is less about the events of 
the war itself (though they are recreated 
with stunning authenticity) than the 
madness at the heart of human nature. 
If Apocafypse Ntmi appears to pre~en^ 
mam' of the Viemam movies that followed 
- diCTillin g into a single film the action 
^lectade of FfoteoM, the psychological 
drama of TTte Deer Huiiier and die moral 
ambivalence of FvH Moai Jacka - it is 
because at the time, Coppola imagined 
it would be the only American film to 
deal with ihc war. It foil to him, or so he 
thou^t, to make sense ofVietnam. 


For inspiration, he reached 
beyond the war to somethmg more 
fundamental, finding it in Heart 
of Darknesi, Joseph Conrad’s account 
of colonisation in the Belgian Congo, 
first published in 1899. Here, in the 
character of Kurtz the ivory trader, 
Conrad created a symbol of the 
west’s destructive greed and cruelty. 
To Coppola, who ceiroagines him 
as a renegade Colonel, he is even more 
complex. Brando's Kurtz shows us 
what lies beyond the limits of human 
behaviour. Evil, certainly, but also 
a kind of terrible clarity. In the face 
of madness, the only sane response 
is insanity. Kurtz, in his viciousness and 
savagery, has achieved enlightenment. 
He has set himself free. 



Shot in the Philippines between 1976 
and '77, with post-production stretching 
into 1976, Apocafypse Naa, soil 
unfinished, received its world premiere 
at the Cannes Film Festival in 1979, 
where it shared the Palme d’Or with 
Volkei SchlbndoiC’s 77i< Tni Dncm. For 
Coppola, it was the culmination 
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■CGI MAY HAVE OPENED UP 
NEW POSSIBILITIES, BUT IT HAS 
ROBBED FUTURE GENERATIONS 
OF EXPERIENCES LIKE THIS ONE." 


of a journey steeped in madness and mythology, as 
arduous and tramformadve in its own way as the 
events he set out to capture on camera. 

His e;q>eTience in the Philippines wrote 
itself into Hollywood legend. How the budget, 
originally set at S14 million, doubled after 
a calamitous shoot, with Coppola personally 
liable for the overage. How Pacino, McQueen 
and James Caan all passed on the role of 
Willard. How Harvey Keitel was hired then fired. 
How Brando was paid S3 million and turned 
up overwei^t and unprepared. How the 
Philippine government lent Coppola helicopters 
and pilots, only to demand them back to attack 
rebel forces. How a typhoon destroyed the set. 
How Coppola struggled with the e n ding. How 
he lost himself in the jungle. How he never really 
came back 

But what's strikmg about watching the film 
through new eyes on the big screen - restored 
and rc-maslcrcd by Zocirope Studios is bow 
none of that really matters once the lights go 
down and 'The End' strikes up over a backdrop 
of thudding choppers and psychedelic smoke. 
It’s not nostalgia that drives Apocalypu Novi, 
it's the dawning thrill that this is a movie that 
matters m the here and now of new conflicts and 
old lies. "Some day, this war's gonna end,” says 
Robert Duvall's Captain Killgore. But it didn't 
end, it just moved on Kuru survives maybe 
not m a jungle, but somewhere, in a military 
geared to fight forever wars against abstractions 
and ideas. Apocalypse now, yesterday and 
tomorrow, for sure. 



Marcm Sheen plays Captain Willard, a US 
Marine assassin recruited to find and kiU Colonel 
Waller Kurtz, former star officer, now AWOL, 

in Cambodia. The local tribes worship him 
as a god. On his orders, they have executed 
three South Vietnamese army officers suspected 
of being double agents. 

Kuru, Willard is told by the cop brass over 
shellfish and chilled wine, has passed beyond the 
bounds of acceptable human condua. He is told 
about power, morality and ideals. Rationality 
and irtanonaliry. Military necessity. It is the 


politician’s litany of hypocrisy. The truth is both 
simpler and more complex: "He kept winning 
It his way,” observes Willard as he begins 
to understand both the imssion and his target. 

The film's narrative thread is provided 
by Che Meeknng River, the artery running 
through the centre of the war. For extended 
sections, Apocalypse Notii assumes the trappings 
of a road movie, as Willard and the crew of his 
Navy patrol boat bear witness to the carnival 
tragedy ofVietnam.The further they progress, the 
more episodic and dit)oinied the film becomes. 
The effect is to foreground the mystical nature 
of Willard’s journey, and reposition the Meekong 
fi-om narrative thread to a brittle mooring 
of consciousness, morality and civilisatioD, all 
of which are inexorably loosened as (hey 
approach Kurtz's compound. 

Discursive as it may be, Apocalypse Novi 
contains unforgettable moments of drama. 
Most famous is the Air Cavalry assault on a 
Vietnamese village to a soundtrack ofWagnet's 
‘Ride of the Valkyries'. But what's striking 
about this scene and, later, the Do Long 
Bridge (‘asshole of the world'), isn't the sound 
and fury, the chaos, or even jaw-dropping 
expense. It’s the control, the precision, the 
subtle layering of images. 

Coppola's mastery of the frame is absolute. 
When Willard lands in the wreckage of the 
village that Killgore and hit men have recently 
armitulated, the camera stays on his face, 
curiously impassive as the scale of the carnage 
u revealed at the edges of the screen. Dead 
villagers, drifting smoke, rogue ei^losioDS. 
a confusion of noise, culminating in the starthng 
image of a cow being airlifted (o safety - all these 
elements accrete, one by one, until you lose 
yourself in the overwhelming whole. 

There's a tension here between 'cinemaness' 
and ‘realness'. In Killgore's chopper assault, 
the strains of music and the multi-camera 
orchestration are pure cinematic spectacle. But 
what really gets the blood pumping m your 
ears isn't Wagner, it’s the sound of the engine 
whine as the choppers scream over the bay. What 
moves you is the authenticity. 

In these momenta, Apocalypse Note shows 
its age but gloriously, harking back to an era 
when you could believe your eyes. When films 


possessed that unmistakable aura of realness 
and danger. CGI may have opened up new 
possibilities, but it has robbed future generations 
of experiences like this one. And yet, even 
at it progresses, Apocalypse Note uniethets 
itself from the real to explore the mystic, poetic 
nature ofWillaid’s confrontation with Kuru 
and himself. 

Coppola struggled with the ending for 
months - be had come to embody both of his 
protagonists, consumed by their transformations 
and breakdown. In its final moments, the film 
reaches a kind of apogee, as if the last thread 
of reason and intellect holding ft together has 
snapped, and all that is left is pure, primal 
power. For Coppola, it represented an artistic 
breakthrough, but in a more profound sense, 
Apocalypse Nou marked the end of an era. There 
was nothing left after this. His relationship with 
the film industry would never be the same. 
Forget the awards, the hyperbole, the reviews. 
He had, like Kurtz, passed beyond judgment. 

More than anything, the re-release of 
Apocalypse Now puts these last three decades 
into perspective. This is the film that took 
everything Coppola had (o give - fioaocially, 
physically, spiritually and emotionalty. It cost 
him his marriage, his independence and almost 
his mind. But unlike the war whose truths he 
so painfully illuminated, his suffering served 
a noble purpose. Coppola made a fi'iend of 
horror in the jungle, and it repaid him with 
something astonishing ® 


Anticipation. By reputation 
the greatest war movie ever 

films of 1 9708 Hollywood. 


Enjoyment. A jaw-dtopping 

Apocalypse Naa is touched 
by genius. 


In Retrospect. A giit-edged. 
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Superstition, bigotry and prejudice, 
ghosts though they are, cling 
tenaciously to life; they are shades 
armed with tooth and claw. They must 
he grappled with unceasingly, for it it 
B fateful part of human destiny that it 
is condemned to wage perpetual war 
against ghosts. A shade is not easily 
taken by the throat and destroyed. 
I'.rior HMgo 




liWLies: 

'ilfbet do you love ebout iaovie'^? 

Welter Murchs 

Well, It's unique in artistry when you 
compere it to sculpture or painting 
or dance because you can think of it 
rs a theatre of thougiit. It's tha first 
time w^'ve been able to ohoreograph 
human thought and make it understandable 
and watch people think on screen in 
motion. Obviously photographs can 
do this and paintings can capture a 
moment, and theatre does it to s certain 
extent, but it all happens throu^^ 
iaaguaf:e. Music, vou can sav, is thou^t 
and emotion in a very abstract sense. 
But here we're actually looking at 
specific human beings, watching them 
♦Sink and -ettlng s huge kick out of 
that, because in life that's mostly 
what we do. Film is the artistic 
manipulstion of tbst same Idea. 
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LWLies is published six times a year and distributed 
around Great Britain and the good bits of America. 

Subscribe at iiiilewhitelies.co.uk and you’ll gel a year’s worth 
of copies delivered to your door for only £20. You’ll also receive: 



# ACCESS TO THE 
DIGITAL EDITION 
OFLWUFSON 
THE DAY THAT 
IT HITS SHELVES 





#YOUR OWN 
PERSONAL LOGIN 
TO DOWNLOAD 
ARTWORK 
AND STUFF 
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WHAT’S MORE, YOU CAN TAKE ADVANTAGE 
OF THESE SPECIAL OFFERS FROM OUR FRIENDS: 



LOVEFILMi 

LOVEFiLM 

SUBSCRIBERS GET A 30-DAY FREE 

TRIAL (NON LOVEFILM .MEMBERS ONLY) 

13 

BH 

SUBSCRIBERS GET £5 OFF 

A.VNIAL BFl MEMBERSHIP 

mm 

STACK MAGAZINES 


PICrUREHOUSE CINEMAS 

SUBSCRIBERS GETC.'OFF 

YEARLY STACK SUBSCRIPTION 

SIBSCRIBERS GET 15 MONTHS 
MEMBERSHIP FOR THE 1>RICE OF 12 U 

floating People 

SHOOTING PEOPLE 

SUBSCRIBERS GET 33S OFF 

SHOOTERS ME.MBERSHIP 

MUBI-:: 

MUBI J| 

Sl-BSCRIBERS CAN WATCH ONE 

MOVIE AT MUBI.COM FOR FREE Tj 


THE BARBICAN 

SUBSCRIBERS GET £5 OFF' 

YEARLY BARBICAN MEMBERSHIP 

RFH^oi 

CINEMOI \ 1 

ST BSCRIBERS CAN ENJOY A 3-DAV i '] 
FREE TRIAL ON SKY aiANNEL 34: A 
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Whether your interest is in the theory and analysis of contemporary film, or you relish a more 
practical involvement with this powerful medium, we have a postgraduate course for you. 

The Rim Studies MA enables you to fxus on the academic investigation of film and its many 
genres, whilst the film making MA offers you the opportunity to make your own films, direct 
your ftiture and create your own perfect ending. 

Full and part-time options start in September 2011. 

WWW. Kingston .ac. u K''fEssf rm 
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JAPANESE CINEMA PRINT 


TO HELP RAISE MONEY FOR THE RELIEF EFFORT IN JAPAN FOLLOWING 
THE TOHOKU EARTHQUAKE ON MARCH 11, LWUES CREATIVE DIRECTOR PAUL 
WILLOUGHBY HAND ILLUSTRATED A SPECIAL LIMITED EDITION PRINT 
CELEBRATING THE MOST ICONIC FILMS FROM THE LAND OF THE RISING SUN. 

PROCEEDS FOR EACH PRINT SOLD HAVE GONE TO MERCY CORPS AND 
SHELTERBOX, BOTH WORKING IN THE TOHOKU REGION. THANKS TO EVERYONE 
WHO PURCHASED A PRINT AND HELPED US MAKE A DIFFERENCE. 
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CREATIVE BRIEF m 


MAKE A SHORT FILM 


CELEBRATE THE LAUNCH OF LIVING 
IN THE END TIMES, THE NEW BOOK BY 
‘THE ELVIS OF CULTURAL THEORY’ 
SLAVOJ ZIZEK, WITH VERSO BOOKS AND 
LWLIESBY SUBMITTING A FILM* THAT 
RESPONDS TO ONE OR MORE OF ZIZEK’S 
FOUR HORSEMEN OF THE APOCALYPSE. 


ECONOMY 

THE GLOBAL FINANQAL 
MELTDOWN 


ECOLOGY 

IMPENDING ECOLOGICAL 
CATASTROPHES 


SOCIETY BIOLOGY 

IDENTITY SOCIAL DIVISIONS THE BIOGENETIC REVOLITION 
LEADING 10 THE EXPLOSION OF ANT) ITS LMPACT ON HI MAN 
PROTEST AND REVOLITIONS IDENTITY 

WORLDWIDE 


THE WINNER WILL BE PICKED BY 2I2EK AND WILL SCREEN BEFORE AN OPEN LECTURE IN LONDON 
THIS SUMMER. THE WINNER WILL ALSO RECEIVE A SELECTION OF VERSO’S BACK CATALOGUE. 


•UP TO 60 SECONDS. YOUR FILM CAN 
TAKE ANY FORMAT - ANIMAHON, DRAMA. 
DOCUMENTARY, STOP-MOTION OR OTHER. 



ENTRIES CAN BE UPLOADED 
TO YOUTUBE WITH A LINK SENT TO 
ZIZEKFlL.M(a THECHLIRCHOHONDON.COM 


DEADLINE FOR ENTRIES IS JUNE 30. DIP INSIDE THE MIND OF ZIZEK ON PAGE 50... 

Ailhoughfilniniaken will retain wnenhipin'er (heir submissioiu. Vend Books and TDOLondai wilhave full pennisaon to feature content acR»s all tbeir ptatfonna 
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LWUES DELVES INTO THE ARCHIVES TO PRESENT THE ULTIMATE 
BEHIND-THE-SCENES GUIDE TO APOCALPYSE NOW, WITH 
ANNOTATED STORYBOARDS, RARE CONCEPT ART, ALTERNATIVE 
POSTERS, UNIT PHOTOGRAPHY AND ON-SET STIOS. 
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TOt ALL STAFF, CAST & CREU DATE: AuguAC 11, 1976 

MIOM OAVE SALVEN suuCt: FHtlIPPlHa ANTt-DRUC UUS 

CC: Paul Ccagory ‘ | 


Every oenber ot our staff, east and oreu la 
by new aware of the Philippine anei*drug lawa, 
and Che penalties for violations of these laws. 

These drug abuse laws apply to everyone here 
in the Fhilippinea, be they Aaerlcan or Filipino. 

Because of the suspected 'use of sarljuane and othdr 
druga aiBongec nembera of our eoapany in Baler and 
Iba, local authorities are now on the lookout for 
it here. We have no way of knowing whet mthoda 
chay are uaing for decacclon. 

One thing is sure: If you are apprehended for breaking 
Che law, i.e., possesaion of druga, by Philippine 
auchoricles, we have no Influence irtiacsoever on 
their enforcement of their drtig lews, oor are we 
"axeiipt" fcoa arreec or proseeutlen on these chargee; 

Please guide youreelf accordingly. 
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Event highlights include: Gallery Talk with Persepo/is 
director Marjane Satrapi, film nights and Q&A's with 
acclaimed filmmakers Jan Svankmojer, Bretisiov Pojar 
and rare screenings of Ladisias Starewitch films, 
o Studio Ghibli season and more... 



Tickets from £10 online 
barbican.org.uk 
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EDfTOIl AMO SOUND DESIGNER WALTER MURCH REIVES HIS EXPERIENCES ON 
APOCALYPStNOW, AND REVEALS WHAT THE FILM MEANS TO HIM TODAY. 



alter Murch was one of lour 
visuol editors on Apocalypse 
Now, though he wallced away 
with on Acodemy Award for 
his work on the groundbreoking 
sound design, which pioneered 
the Dolby Surround mix and changed the way we 
hear eiremo brever. 

'I was tongenKolly involved in the film from its 
beginnings in 1 969," Murch recaRs from his home 
in San Francisco. “John Milius was writing the 
script for George Lucas to direct after THX 1 133. 
He ended up making American Graffiti instead, but 
even after that no studio would hnonce the film. In 
the end he decided to renmogine the basic themes 
of Apoco/ypseNowinon olien univerae- Stor Wars 
featured a smoll group of rebtively unsophisticated 
rebels successfully fending off the juggernaut empire 
not of the United States, but of Dorih \bder. 

“It was George's intention of the Hme to film in the 
Sacramento Delto in Colibrnia,' he continues, 
'and shoot o good porKon of it on 1 6mm black-and- 
white to achieve an aesthetic much like the news 
coverage of the Vietnam War. Obvioudy that was 
a very different conception to the one Francis hod, 
which was to shoot on location in GrtemaScope, 
with crisp, colour images." 

When Coppola finally got the him green lit in 
1975, with shooting to slort in the Philippines the 
bibwing yeor, Murch wos in London editing Fred 
Zinnemonn's Jolia, so he come relotively lote to 
Apocalypse Now, os he explains. 

'All of the technical things that have to happen 
prior to editing hod been rampirted, but I still 
remember thinking when I arrived bock in San 
Francisco thot there was a lot of material,' he says. 
‘It's on interesting contrast; where editors now work 
digitally in on environment where the information 
doesn't weigh anything, Apocai^se Now had 236 


miles of imoge artd sound. It was a considerable 
tocticol challenge dealing swirii that seven tonnes of 
rrtoterial, from which you had to be able to get into 
ond select just the right frame to lengthen o shot by 
just the right amount. 

'I remember Francis hoving said that everyone 
who'd worked on the film hod gone insane, so he 
gove the most insane sedian of it to the most insane 
person on the film, an editor caOed Dennis Jakob 
who worked on the end. Richard Marks had olso 
been on the film a long time so he was allocated the 
next-to-last section; Gerry Greenberg didn't hove so 
much of a history so was tasked with the middle; 
and Francis told me that I was the most sane, so 
could deal with the beginning. One of my first 
ossignments was to construct the whole opening of 
the film which, in retrospect, is perhops one of the 
most insane; a strange nighimore, which blended 
reolity ond imoginotion.' 



Although exhausted from the troubled shoot in the 
Philippines, once back in San Francisco, Coppola 
continued to work closely with his editors, odding 
new ideas and themes as the final film took shope. 
'Part of Francis' approach was to subjectivise the 
audience,' soys Murch. "There are moments in 
the trailer scene where the people sitting ot the 
other side of the table from Willard look right 
into the comero, but when Willard's talking he's 
looking to the left of comera. Only ot the end 
of the sequence, when he's been given the 
mission to terminate with extreme prejudice, does 
Willard look into the camera, staring directly 
at us - the audience. 

'It's echoed bter in the film, where Chief [the PBR 
skipper pbyed byAbertHall] looks into the camera 
a bt when he's confronNng Willard as they travel 
up river, and again in the pbntation scene [which 
wos cut br the theatrical version but reinstated for 




Coppola's Redux cut]. It's fascinating lor me that 
this hosn't been commented on more, os it clearly 
breaks some oF the rubs of Filmmaking and yet 
remains very efFecHve. 

‘There were o lot of ortistic and technical barriers 
broken. Francis hod expressed from the outset his 
desire for the Film to surround the audience, not just 
in terms oF its visual speclocb but also sonicolly 
- where the explosions were b be Felt as well os 
heard, hie hod a quadraphonic recording oF the 
Japanese composer Isoo Tomita and loved the 
immersive qualities of lour-cFianttel sound. We took 
that idea and came up vrilh a frock conligurotion 
that originoted what became the 5.1 sound system; 
three channels in tFie Front, two in Ate bock and one 
for the super low frequency sound - the oomph 
behind thunder and explosions. Thot format wos 
like wondering into a new continent with Hora ond 
Founo thot you hod to identify ond Figure out how 
you were going to use. 

"In the end, I worked on the project for about two 
years, ond thot bnt a very different rebtionship to 
the materiol than an audierrce looking at it for the 
first time. The Film gets inb a very meditative piece 
towords the end, artd though we could see this 
arc groduolly bending towards diis strangeness, 
I think those First audiences in 1979 suffered a 
kind of whiplash effect, in iiol their experience 
was so uriconventionol in moving from essentially 
o normol Film to one thot aH of a sudden became 
very stronge," 



Over three decades later, the film's visceral intensity 
remoins undimtrwd. But what does Apocalypse 
Now trteon to a twenty-FirsScenlury audience that 
has grown up with the Film? That, in fact, hos occess 
tomore than one version of the film, after the release 
oF Redux in 2001. "WFten a fibn gets releosed, 
especially a Film os ambitious and challenging os 


Apocalypse Now, it enters the cultural bloodstream 
and a co-dependency between film ond culture 
develops ond evolves over time," Murch observes. 
"Lines like 'I love the smell of napalm in the morning' 
or 'Chorlb don't surf' have become incorporated 
into that culture as memes ond hove since bken on 
0 life of their own. 

‘One of those things that bd us b the version 
rebased in 1979 was the Fact that a film hod 
to exist purely on its theatrical run, and in those 
circumstances we fried everything we could to keep 
it under two artd half hours in order to allow for a 
certain omount of showings each day. When we 
did the Redux versim, it was intended for some 
theatrical screenings, but primarily to be seen on 
DVD wFtere tFie absolute length oF a Film Is not so 
much 0 determining thing. 

‘I would soy that Redux was rnore indicotive of 
the script Francis went b the Philippines to shoot, 
but the main challenge was that the Film hod hod 
20 years to ferment and develop. I don't know 
who! the truth is. I had similar thoughts For the 
work I did on Touch of Evil, where there are 
three different versions, and which olso has an 
existence in the culture separate From the Film itself 
because of the my^ic sbture of Orson Welles. 
With that Film, is our 1998 version the definitive 
one? I don't think so, but it's an interesting thing 
to think about." 

And whot. Finally, does the film mean to Murch 
himself? "When wo finished Apoco^pse Now for 
the First time and everything hod been shipped 
oFF, my assistant put a sign on my door which 
read, 'The Library of Forgotten Anguish'," he 
recalls. "So much of my time and personal life and 
development as an editor and sound designer was 
tied in wt^ the Film that it's become hord for me 
to extract myself from that. Redux wos like going 
back into that room, that library, and reliving some 
of that stuff." @ 






OF THE HUNDREDS OF CAST AND CREW WHO WORKED ON APOCALYPSE NOW, PERHAPS NONE 
WERE AS CLOSE TO THE HEART OF THE PRODUCTION AS FRANCIS FORD COPPOLA'S WIFE, ELEANOR. 
IN 1 979, SHE PUBUSHED NOTES: ON THE MAKING OF APOCALYPSE NOW. A REMARKABLY 
FRANK DIARY OF HER TIME IN THE PHILIPPINES. EDITED EXTRAQS APPEAR HERE. 


Tkt Apotalyptt 


APRIL 16, 1976, MANILA 

Lost night Francis sow the assembly ot ihe first week's rushes. 
They were ihe scenes with Harvey Keitel, who plays Wilbrd. 
Afterwards he sot down on the couch with dte editors ond 
Gray [Frederickson] and Fred [Roos], iheproducers. hie soid, 
"Well, whot do )Ou think?" I went opsioirs to soy goodnight 
to the boys, and when I come down about 1 5 minutes bter, 
they were already on Ihe phone making plane reservations 
br flights to LA the next day. Fronds hod mode the decision 
to replace his leading tr>an. Gray said, "Jesus, Francis, how 
do you have the guts to do it?" 


APRIL 28, 1976, MANILA 

Francis had two readings with the cost this week. The 
octors were very enthusiastic, but Frotrcis is really in a 
slate of anxiety ond bar that the script hos some good 
supporting chorocters and some good scenes, but Wilbrd 
and Kurtz ore not resolved ond here he is in the middle of 
this giant producNon. I remember the anxiety he felt and 
the struggle he had with the script of Godfather II, and it 
seems, in retrospect, ol that lime he was himself dealing 
with the same themes in his own lib - trroney, power and 
family. Now he is struggling with the themes of Willord's 
journey into self ond Kurtz's truths that are in a way themes 
he has not resolved within himself, so he is really going 
through the most intense struggb to write himself to the 
end of the script ond understortd himself olortg the way. 
He seems to know that he will either get himself there and 
his script too or he won't, and if reolly scores him. 


AUGUST 4, 1976, PAGSANJAN 

Yesterday Francis shot the scene in the hotel room. He let 
Marty get a littb drunk, as the character is really supposed 
to be. He and Marty both knew they were taking a 
dtance. The first loyer of the charader Marty played was 
the mystic, the saint, the Christlike version of Wilbrd. 


Francis pushed him with a bw words ond he became the 
theatrical perbrmer, Willard os the Shokespearean octor. 
Francis prodded him again and he nvsved too street tough, 
a Feisty street fighter who hos been ot the bottom, but is 
smart, brows some judo. At this point, Francis asked him to 
go to the mirror and look ot himself ond odmire his beautiful 
hoir, his mouth. Marty begon this incredibb scene, hb hit 
the mirror with his fist. Maybe he didn't mean to. Perhopshe 
overshot a judo stance. His hand started bleeding. Francis 
said his impulse was to cut the scene ond call the nurse, 
but Marty was doing the scene. He had gotten to the ploce 
where some part of him and Wilbrd hod trrerged. Fronds 
hod a moment of not wanting to be a vampire, sucking 
Marty's blood for the camera, and not wanting to turn the 
camera off when Marty was Wilbrd. He left it runnirrg. 


SEPTEMBER 16, 1976, PAGSANJAN 

Lost night Fronds dimbed up a scoFolding onto o lightning 
pbtform and justloy there. It wos reining lightly, ond when 
I climbed up, it was wet with stonding puddbs on top. 
He was about as miserable as I hove ever seen him. It 
was his ultimate nightmare. He was on this huge set ol 
this huge production with every asset mortgaged ogainst 
the outcome. He kept saying, "Let me out of here, let me 
just quit ond go home. I can't do it. I con't see it. If I can't 
see it, I can't do anything. This is like the opening night; 
the curtain goes up and there is no show." 


MARCH 1, 1977, SAN FRANCISCO 

Lost night Francis colled from Monib. He said that 
Marty hod a heart aitock, he wos olive but in erilbol 
conditbn. He said he called me becouse he didn't 
know if onyone else would be home on Friday night. 
He needed me to act calmly, to contoct Tom and the 
lowyer vrith a list ol things to do. He soid the producNon 
manager had started drinking and wonted to close 
down the production. 


OCTOBER 8, 1977, NAPA 


FEBRUARY 17, 1978, NAPA 


I hod thought that the making of Apocalypse Now was 
over. I was comfortable being home, storting a Zozen 
class, meeting once o week with Friends to analyse 
dreams, making Fig jam. I could see that Francis wos 
in some deep conflict. We hod long conversations 
about the themes of the Film. Ws talked about opposites, 
about power and limits, good and evil, peace 
and violence. I told him obout the Zen book which 
talks about mind ond body not being two separate 
things and not being one thing, but being both two 
and one. 

He began to cry. He said he was in love with another 
woman. He said he loved her and he loved me, that 
we eoch represented o port of himseE and he couldn't 
give up either. I listened to the person I love, in complete 
anguish and poln. Suddenly I could see the conflict for 
him was not obout peoce and violence. The conflict 
For him would be obout romonh'c ideals and proctical 
reality. A man who bves romonce, loves illusion. He's o 
filmmaker, in the very business of creating ilusion. And 
he loves his wile, he loves his children and 15 years ol 
that reality. I could see it so clearly. Then, the emotion 
rose up from my leet like a tide. It hit me in the diest and 
knocked me backward. I sow myself pick up the vase of 
flowers and throw it. I heard the words pour out of my 
mouth. I sow myself go downstairs, ortd the Fragments of 
white dishes hit the red kitchen walls. I was blind with 
roge. I wos roging at my blindness. 


JANUARY 8, 1978, NAPA 

The other day I was up In Fronds' office. He was putting 
Marlon's monologue up on the video monitor and talking 
about Kurtz being clear and lucid and totally mod at 
the same time. As he tolked, it was a description of the 
state he was in during the last months ol the Philippines. 
It seemed to me that Francis, metaphorically, lived every 
loot of the film he shot. 


I just called the house in San Francisco. Men were there 
cleaning the projectors, getting everything reody for the 
screening this week. Out the window the orange tree is 
looded with fruit, doflodils ore blooming by the pond, 
the tulip tree is covered with blossoms thot look like egret 
Feathers. All around me there is incredible beouty. Inside, 
o wove of sadness is taking its course. I om not part of 
the excitement. Fronds wants to keep his Focus on his 
work. Our personal life is postponed. I must not moke any 
errtotional waves, not interrupt the preparations For the first 
screening of the complete assembly of Apocalypse Now. 

When Francis comes fiis weekend, I will osk him how the 
cutis going. How many minutes he was able tocut outof the 
ending sequence, about rtie narration. I will soy, Don't be 
scared. Remember those guys that jumped out the windows 
when the stock morkei croshed? They thoug ht they were their 
money. You are not your movie. If people think It is great, 
you ore not God. If peo^e think k slinks, )Ou ore not o Fool. 
You ore o humon being who gave It everything you hod. 
You didn't spore anything, or anybody, including yourself. 
There is no trtore courageous oct than that. 


NOVEMBER Z, 1 978, SAN FRANCISCO 

I am on a PSA flight, ^onds is sitting opposite rrte 
reading a script someone sent him. The light From the 
small, rounded, reclartgulor window is Falling on his shoe, 
corduroy pant leg and a section of speckled carpel. His 
shoeloce grommets look like sporkling pure gold. A Few 
moments ogo, Francis wos saying thot he hod thought thot 
he would ahvoys be able to work. That he was not like on 
othlele. If he losthis legs he could direct from o wheelchair, 
if he lost his sight he could write with o Dictaphone. He 
sold he never realised what he nearly lost - the only thing 
thot counts: his mind ® 

Notes: OniheMoking pub lithod b/ Faber and Faber. 
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JOHN STAPE. AUTHOR OF THE SEVERAL UVES OF X)SEPH CONRAD, 
UNRAVELS THE MYSTERIES SURROUNDING ONE OF OUR GREATEST ADOPTED 
WRITERS, AND THE CREATION OF HIS MASTERPIECE, HEART OF DARKNESS. 

WORDS BY JOHN S1APE 
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n late January 1891, Captain JozeF 
l^rzeniowski - not yet reborn os 
Joseph Conrad' - returned to o cold 
and grey Brussels from an eight-month 
sNnl in the Congo Free State. Working 
For o Belgion compony involved 
n several highly proFitable - end 
unscrupulous - enie^rises, he Found 
himseH in the uncongenial company 
oF Freewheeling adventurers and dried out 
bureoucrots, engoged in humiliating menial 
lasb, ond disgusted vwlh the brutality by which 
King Leopold II was makitrg himselF wealthy in 
the "White AAan's Graveyard'. 


SuFbring From dysentery and mobrio, 
Korzeniowski scarcely escaped his ringside 
seat at the Dance ol Death. Physically and 
psychologically exhausted, in ifl-health and sick 
at heart, he entered the German Hospitol in 
London's Dolston to convalesce, and not long 
alter repaired to Switzerland For a woter cure 
to treot 'neurosthenio' [a nineteenth-century 
code word For 'clinicol depression'). But in some 
sense, he never realy recovered From AFrico, 
Bouts oF illness and depression pbgued him until 
his deoth in 1 924. He was 66 years old. 


As the slightly loopy Doctor in Conrad's Heart 
of Darkness quips to Captain Charlie Marbw 
as he is about to set out lor Africa: ‘The chonges 
take place inside, you know.' The some was 
true For Conrad. He Famously - even sotrtewhat 
shockingly - observed too close friend, "BeFore 
the Congo, I wos o mere onimol." His (irst-hond 
involvenvent in on empire red in tooth ond clow 
momentously oltered his perspective on himselF, 
on his volues ond experiences. Even more, 
it nourished a view of all human endeavour, 
which, os he once said, could be summed up 
in its entirely on a cigarette paper: They were 
born, they suffered, they died.' 


An ironic realist, he later characterised Europe's 
'conquest' oF Africa as 'the vilest scramble For 
loot that ever disfigured the history oF humon 
conscience.' His own 'loot' -he tellingly uses that 


very word - consisted of two stories: An Outpost 
of Progress {written in 1 896), the searing ly ironic 
tole oF two bumbling Belgians who, bereft oF the 
illusions ol civilisafion, quarrel to the deoth over 
a leaspoonlul of sugar, and Heart of Darkness 
(1899). A terse but compelling Congo Diary 
also remains from his time in Africa, though it 
is hardly indicoKve of the descriptive powers oF 
the nascent writer: 'Sow at a comping pbee the 
deod body ol a Bockongo - Shot? Horrid smell.' 
'Mosquitoes,' 'Night clear and starry.' 


The trip to the Congo hod been, by any 
nseasure, on extraordirarily circuitous one. Born 
in the LJbaine, not Far from Kiev, in 1 857, the 
son oF Polish gentry whose short lives hod been 
devoted to potrioHc endeavour, on orphan at 
12, privotely educoted, Conrod hod pbyed 
the life of 0 young bovlevordier in Morseilles 
ond then gone to the French Antilles, his First 
experience ot seo. He drifted into the British 
Merchant Service, then heavily dependent upon 
breign labour, and (ravelled to the entrepdts oF 
the Far East (Singapore, Bombay, Bangkok), to 
Austrolio and Mauritius, collecting along the 
way the experierree that led to a Moster's ticket 
in the British Merchant Service. 

He also 'colbcted' English along the way. 
Conrad's third bnguoge, it was the one 
he chose to wnie in. Almost with pique, he 
protested too much M^ien a Friend cloimed that 
French wos o possiUe choice. As he stoted in 
A Persortal Record (1912) - his most sustoined 
outobiogrophicol piece - he hod been 'odopted' 
by English, in much the same way that the Red 
Ensign, the flog ol the British Merchant Morine, 
hod provided him a 'home'. Languages don't 
odopt people; but the word, if Fanciful, is also 
deeply poignant, recalling his orphanhood and 
expressing a desire for belonging. 

And then there was that other transformation, 
the one that counts br us: his desire to write. 
People write for many reasons - For 



money, Fame, because iFiey Fkivb something to 
say. The reasons are oFten elusive, imperfectly 
understood even by the writer. Conrad's 
depiction oF his own great moment deliberately 
eschews high drama and opts For Fiction. 
One nwrning in London, after breakfast, the 
remoins of his repost cleared away, he sot 
down.,, ond begon to write, communing, so he 
puts it, with the 'shodes' of the past - Maloys, 
Arabs and holf-costes • that had appealed to 
him For expression. 

They were potient. His First novel, Almayer's 
Folly (1895), took Five years to write. And he 
nearly lost the manuscript - tfre unique copy 

- twice: there was misadventure in a Berlin 
railway station, and it Ftad a narrow escape on 
the Congo River. 

There must hove Fseen earlier writing. A novel 
influenced by Floubert's Modome Bovory, 
winning so much praise from the London press 
that it bunched o coreer, doesn't emerge Full- 
blown without sense tentotive p^ing. But of 
those earlier writings - in Polish? in French? 

- we know nothing at all. A solid education 
in the Classics, reading in Shakespeare, 
Cervantes and Dickens, a thorough mastery 
of French ond wide-reoding in contemporary 
Gallic literoture and Polish Romantic poetry 
are good Foundations but are tftemselves no 
guarantee that one could win one’s bread in 
late nineteenthcentury England (or, for thot 
motter, lasting bnse{ From a pen. 



'Conrod', o mid-Victorion by birth with one 
bot planted in the early twentieth century, will 
always remoin something o( a mystery. Even the 
rrwst ardent scholarly research [a worldwide 
critical industry is devoted to him) has Failed to 
pin him down. Like Dickens' Mr Grodgrind, we 
know lots oF Facts, but Conrod sim{^ recedes 
the closer we get to him. TFte one-time 'animal'- 
turned-writer gives away little, even when writing 
so directly From his own experience. 


As has long been recognised. Heart of 
Darkness is highly autobiographical, set Firmly 
in experienced and observed realities in the 
Congo Free Stale. MotFow, a sea coptoin 
with an extraordinary skill at narrative, is ot 
times a voice For his author, but at times isn't. 
Kurtz, oF course, had his prMotypes among the 
Belgian colonists, but he is mainly o Figure out 
oF nightmore ond myth; monster, bogeymen, 
Minotour and yet distressingly humon, 'one 
of us' - to use another bmous Conrodion 
catchphrose - much as we should ardently wish 
to deny him. 

Coptoin JozeF Korzeniowski made a journey 
up the Congo River, but it was 'Joseph Conrod' 
who came bock From it. The row Facts, the 
coreFully honed observational skills, the 
rich - sometimes clotted and tangled - style, 
the intense allusiveness odds up to much, 
much more tfion the sum erf their parts in 
Heart of Darkness. Schopenhauer lies in the 
bockground. Donteon parollels hove been 
suggested For o novella recounting a journey 
through the layers of hell and back - though, 
oF course, one never quite comes bock From 
journeys oF that kind. The Fates make a barely 
disguised appearance in the three knitters oF 
block wool who greet Marlow at the beginning 
oF his Adventures in Hororlattd. 

‘Come and Find ouT, whispers the land to 
Coptoin Marlow. Conrad made the some 
invitation to the readers of Blackwood's 
Edinburgh Magazine, the staid Tory journol 
in which, ironically, Heort of Darkness first 
oppeored. A century later, directed less to on 
explorotion oF o time and a place, both now 
long gone - or rather reinvented (Iraq, Libya, 
North Korea) - that invitation still stands. ‘Come 
and find out' all right; about that darkest oF 
ploces, intractable to mapping, ever shifting 
and inveterately elusive. Inside, you know, 
inside ® 
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London International 
Documentary Festival 
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The UK's largest documentary 
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with onother powerful progranvne 
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homegrown films alongside larger 
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ROCK STAR PHILOSOPHER AND DOOMSDAY SOOTHSAYER SUVOJ ZIZEK 
TAKES ON UBERAUSM, HYPOCRISY AND HOLLYWOOD. 



n far proldent in his native Slovenia, has a soft spot lor 
I Jacques lacan, end has been hotled os dte 'Elvis of cullurol 
With grand gestures, penetrating ideas and an 
L articulate, highly accented Balkan voice, Slavoj 2izek has o 
Iarger4han-lifa presence. 

He's a film buff, too - often usirsg cinemo to assess the world at large. 
V book, b'vrng in the End Times, lizek prophesises the Rnal crisis of 
copitalism, elevates 24 to 'progressive Hollywood' and points to a challenging 
Future with no easy solutions. 


LWLies: Break down the thesis of Uving in Hie End Fimes for us. 

2i2ek: The book is very simple. The underlying premise is this: we are 
approaching a whole series of critical points, and can the globol liberal 
democratic system - the capitolist system - deal with them or not? There ore 
o series of problems: social problems, new areas of apartheid, ecological 
problems, and the problem of what to do with biogenetics, intellectual property 
and so on In the long term, they are o threat, m the sense that the existing 
system cannot deal with them. II we don't do somelhing we are approaching 
some kind of catastrophe. 


Take new forms of apartheid - I claim that, worldwide, there is o clear 
tendency to some kind of limitation of democracy. Look at these emerging 
Eastern powers: Singapore, China and so on. They combine acopitalism which is 
even more productive and dynamic than our Western capitalism with a social 
system that is definitely not democratic - it's authoritorian - and it seems to 
function perfectly Until now, this kind of natural marriage between copitalism and 
democracy was maybethebestargumentbr capitalism. Sooner or later, after 10 
or 20 years of dictatorship in ploceslike Chile, Spain or South Korea, when things 
started moving, capitalism generated the demond lor democracy. This era is out. 
Capitalism wrill be less and less able to provide and guarontee the human rights and 
freedoms thotwe hove known unfil now. 

Or toke ecology. Let's think about the recent catostrophe in Japan. I don't 
think that longterm you can deal with threats of such cotastn^hes through 
market forces A much larger scope will be needed, internotional cooperotion 
or whatever Biogenetics is the same: somebody has to regulate it - it absolutely 
connot be the morkel. I wos shocked when I visited China and met some 
people there from the Academy of Sciences who say openly thot the goal of the 
development of biogenetics in China it to regulate the physical, biological ond 
psychic welkbeing of the Chinese people. There are weird possibilities here, aii^ 
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Is global capitalism even compatible with the old tenets of 
liberalism, like democracy and individual freedom? let's not 
exaggerate I'm not this stupid leftist who sees evecythmg as an Imperioliit 
plot. I'm just saying that the system gels less and less compatible. If you 
hove liberalism you have this kind of superficiol personal freedom: you can 
sleep with whoever you wont, you con hove your own private perversions 
or whatever. For me, one of the most prophetic films about where we're 
going is Brazil. It's an outhoritorion society, but o crazy one - It’s more 
Groucho Marx dictatorship, rot Hitler or Stalin. Isn't Berlusconi one step 
towards that? 

What abosrt Wikitoakz? Hew do you see all thcrt? What is important is 
not to reduce it to this ideology of free flow of information, the right to know. It's 
not AJI the fresident's Mon or The Falican Brief I don't like the moralisotion that 
comes with these movies. You know, we are full of anri<apilalism today, but it's 
always [focussed on] personal corruption or greed. I wos almost tempted to write 
in defence of BP Of course they are bad guys, but [the petroleum companies) 
all use more or less the some machines ond so on. We should move From this 
simple moralistic antxopitolism ond ask more fundamental queshons, such as 
why people ore pushed to act like that. I am not a naive humanist. I ogree with 
Bertolt Brecht - people are evil, you cannot change them. But you car maybe 
change the system so Ihot people ore rot pushed into doing evil things 

What about the student protests in London, what's their meaning? 

It's not just privatisation of higher education, whol worries me is this trend 
which soys that if you wont to study this abstract, useless knowriedge, it should 
be your private stuff; what society needs is useful knowledge, experts to meet 
social needs and so on So that, for example, when you have a crisis, precisely 
like the demonstrations in London, you con call psychologists who tell you 
how people in demorslroliors behave, how to control the mob, you gel urban 
planning peopde who tell you how to reconstruct the city, you get security - you 
know, like, useful knowledge 

This IS not what we need today We need more rodicol thinking We need 
thinking which problemotises problems themselves. Thinking is notto soy: 'We have 
a problem, help ui Fix it.' Thinking is to see how we perceive the problem. Often the 
woy we perceive a problem already, in away, mystifies the probfem. I use movies os 
the most subtle registration of where we stand ideologically-howwelookallhings. 

let me give you o simple example. This year's Oscars, two big winners. 
The King's Speech and Slock Swan It's very interesting how they address 
sexual difference and the problem of subjectivity today. What's the problem 
of The King's Speech! The king here Is a subject v^o stutters. It’s clear why - 
becouse he finds it hard to Identify with his symbolic title, like, 'My God, am 
I really o king? Can I be o king?' Which is, I think, quite a heolthy attitude. 
It's a sod story for me because the king is much wiser In the beginning - his 
stuttering means he knows that to be a king you need to believe in your 
'kingness' - which is madness. Ha's rendered slowly stupid enough to believe 
that he con be o king. 

The other one is even worse. Black Swan, I think, is a deeply reactionary 
film. I think the underlying premise Is that a mon, ployed by Vincent Cassel, the 
director of the ballet, can combine the ruthless lotol dedication to his profession 
with a normal privote life, but a woman has to choose. If you identify loo much 
with your mission to be o perfect artist you ore punished with death. This is a 
radically anti-Feminist idea - that a woman and her radical dedication to her art 
can’t go together 

Are any other films doing It for you right now? like rrsy son, I identify 
with the bad gsry Voldemort is my hero. My dream is that he should take 
over and introduce a kind of people's democracy dictolorship, like a soft 
Stalinism Incidentally, this Is my old dream: to remake Star Wars with The 


Emperor and Dorth Voder as progressive, enlightenment absolutist rulers 
fighting reactionary feudals like the Jedis, In a slightly totalitarian leftist way, 
to change the perspective 

While we're tolkirsg about film, is Apocalypse Now still relevant 
today? The reason I like the film is that it confirms my theory of so<alled 
'inherent transgression'. Whot is Kurtz? He is the excess of the system itself. It’s as 
if the military estoblishmeni has to fight its own excesses 

A bit like Afghanistan and Iraq? Yes, absolutely. Abu Ghroib, of course. 
This is whot olwoys foscinotes me: the obscene underside of institutions. For 
example, the Catholic Church. Oops, you have oil these priests committing 
paedophilia. It is clear, by the sheer numbers, Ihol there must be something 
In the logic of the institutions pushing them to do it. And I think It's the soma 
in oil these mitilory excesses of the United States. This Is all linked to this dd 
culture in militory communities, these hidden rituals of initiation where you are 
symbolically humiliated This is also my personal experience when I served In the 
army. I went to serve the army in the narva hope that I would find a body of order 
and discipline But It's not that -you have superficial discipline, but just beneath the 
surface it's really a field of hidden obscenities. 

You've written in the past about Lacan's Real - the idea that there 
is a natural state traumalically lest to us by eur development of 
language. How do you apply that to your analysis of the world? 

Who! is cruciol for me is not to fetishise the Real into a kind of monstrous reality. 
It's the inherent obstacle which, at the soma time, sustains the system. This is why 
I greatly app/eciote movies. I appreciote very much Robert Altman's Short Cuts, 
for example. I think it is totally vulgar and wrong to read it in the traditional 
leflisi way, os a portrolt of middla<lass despair and o critique of suburban 
alienation. The Form of the film itself - this matrix of eight or nine stories, parallel 
lines, contingent encounten - is about stumbling on something thot could be a 
catostrophe but also something happy. The vary ontology of the Rim - this vision 
of reality - is much rnore optimistic than the stondord story I think it's wrong to 
read it os Hollywood Morxism. 

This is why I am so opposed to James Cameron. He's the opposite. He may 
oppeor to be the ultimote Hollywood MorxIsI - it's olmosi embarrassing to see 
how in Avatar or THanic all the rirb are bod, with no sympathy for the lower 
cioss or the natives ond so on. But ot on implicit level, you get o very reoctionory 
need sustaining this. In both movies, that need is best articulated by the ultimate 
imperialist writer, Rudyard Kipling. Avatar is The Man Who VSfeuW So King - the 
miserable crippled guy who is nonetheless good enough to save the natives and 

And Titanic is Captains Courageous. Ifs really the story of a spoiled upper- 
class girl who has a moment of crisis ond than uses Leonardo DiCoprio to restore 
her ago. He paints her portrait, then ha can fuck off. When Leonardo OiCopno 
is freezing In the water, she starts to shout, "I will never let you go,' but all the 
while she's shouting this, she is pushing him away. At the deepest level, it's not 

Cameron appears to be progressive, but the mythical coordinates of his 
universe ore reoctiorsory. On the other hand, I've charged my position. It's 
madness but do you know where I Rnd progressive Hollywood? 300 and 24. If 
you seethe lost two seasons of 24, 1 think it takes o sirongely rodicol turn -not only 
is the story very ontUmperralist, it offers no easy solution. It ends its tcriol despair, 
by killing so many people I cannot believe it It shows that this liberal hypocrisy doesn’t 
work. It's much belter thon cheap Hallywood critical Morxism 

Slavoj IS Oiiecfor ot Irie Biriibeck Instiluio for the Humonitios His lolosi book, 

living In the End Times, is puUishod by Verso ond out now in hardback and paporboek 
VSKSOeOOXS.COM 
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The Vasari Research Centre develops 
innovative directions (or the arts. We 
connect practitioners to academic 
research, museums and galleries 


We host conferences and symposia, 
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central London for smaller creative 
groups 
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HIGH END DIGITAL POST PRODUCTION IN THE HEART OF SHOREDITCH 
OFFLINE / ONLINE • HD/RED/ ALEXA DIGITAL WORKFLOW • COLOUR GRADING • 
FINISHING • VFX • MOTION DESIGN • GRADE 1 HD MONITORING • DRY/WET HIRE 





HOW DO YOU GET THE US MILITARY TO LEND YOU ITS TOYS AND SAVE YOU MILUONS 
OF DOLLARS IN PRODUQION COSTS? EASY: TURN YOUR SCRIPT INTO A RECRUITING 
POSTER. WELCOME TO THE MURKY WORLD OF THE MILITARY AND THE MOVIES. 

WOia>S BY JAAUS WRIGHT 
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I t was 1968 and I was 21-years-old,' recalls Doug 
Claybourne. "I really thought in those doys that 
when I signed up to volunteer for the Vietnam War, I 
was going to do something, y’know, right. I wos just 
trying to serve my country. The first night I got there, 
we came under a heavy rocket attack. I remember 
when it happened I was loying down on a rock, and 
I was lifted about five feel off the floor. It scared 
me shitless. I didn't even think, I just grobbed my MM and 
helmet and ran out into a bunker where we proceeded to get 
shelled. I was so scared I was just praying I got through it. 
I remember thinking that if I could just get through this year, 
I'd go back to college ond I would try and do something 
important with my life. That's when my real involvement with 
Apocolypte Now slotted. 

'After ^e war, I met Francis white I was working on City 
magazine in San Francisco. Whenever we met he'd always 
ask me about my lime in Vietnam. I'd explain that I used to 
drive trucks, refuel jets and occasionally, on my off hours, 
volunteer to be o helicopter door gunner for the 101 $t 
Airborne. It was great because I got to Fly in helicopters 
and see the country; but the bad news was that I used to 
get shot ot. A hi. 

"When Apocalypse Now started, Coppola basically let 
everyone from the magazine go. At that time I sort of realised 
maybe Rim was something I could pursue. I read this quote 
from Coppolo where he said, ‘The problem with film students 
is that they're not willing to lake risks'. So I did. 

*1 didn't know anything oboul making Rims, I just knew I 
was going to go to the Philippines to be a helicopter gaffer 
on set. Every morning - hopefully - helicopters would land 
at the airReld, and I would just use common sense; I'd put 
an Ml 6 machine gun on it, I'd get the extras in, make sure 
they had hats, dummy ammunition. Then I'd let the Rrst 
AD know how long it would take to set up. It was really 
challenging, not only from o logistics point ot view, but 
also because you couldn't speak to anybody as no one 


spoke English. The first ADs were Italion and the pilots 
were all from the Philippines, so it was a little bit of a 
cluster fuck to be honest. 

"I think they tried to get US pilots and equipment, but [the 
US military] hod to review the script beforehand to decide 
if we'd be allowed access; which we weren't. I think Francis 
even wrote to Jimmy Carter to appeal. But let's foce it, they'd 
never approve a script where a Marine was sent into the 
jungle to go kill a renegade military officer." 

By the end of production on Apocalypse Now, Froncis 
Ford Coppolo had spent millions of dollars on helicopters 
and pilots loaned to him by the Philippine government of 
Ferdinand Marcos. The deol wasn't perfect; numerous takes 
were ruined by a lock of coordination between constantly 
changing pilots ond an Air Force general who would routinely 
seize the choppers mid-shoot to fight neorby rebel forces. 

But It was Coppolo’s only option, having been refused militory 
assistance back in the States. The reosoni behind that refusal 
had nothing to do with money or planning. It was something 
altogether more sinister - Coppola's representation of the 
military estobiishment 



Thousands of film ar»d TV scripts hove been given the once 
over by the Pentagon's military lioison office. Mony of 
them hove been chonged or effectively suppressed in on 
effort to secure official approval. It's one of Hollywood's 
longest running and dirtiest lit^e secrets, and not one they're 
particularly keen to shout about. 

You'd think that writers, directors and producers would balk at 
outside officials tampering with their creative license. But the 
truth is fhot many of them eventually yield to militory pressure 
and allow sweeping changes to be mode to their scripts. 
Why? Because they all wont occess to the military's toy box, 
with its billions of dollars worth of sophisticated hardware. 


Helicopters, tortks, destroyers, Fighters, boses, stock 
Footage and enough explosive ordnance to tilt the earth 
off its axis. All oF this is available to the compliant 
Filmmaker who can, with the stroke oF a red pen, ovoid 
the extraordinary hossle oF locating his own equipment, 
as Coppola wos forced to, potentially shaving millions of 
dollars From his production budget. 

The process is disarmingly straightforword: submit five 
copies of your script to the Pentogon, moke any changes 
they insist on and pre-screen the finished film to officials 
before it con eventually be shown to the viewing public. It's 
a perfect Form of propaganda - undetectable even to the 
most keenly attuned viewer, permeoting everything from big- 
budget action films like Transformers to kid’s television like 
Lassie (Seriously. A Pentagon lackey once sent a note to the 
show's producers over on episode that depicted a Faulty US 
Air Force jet, 'We hove reviewed the script of Timmy and 
the Moiiians and pose no objections,' it reod, 'except we 
strongly recommend that you change the circumstances of 
the airplane crash.') 

In practice, though, even once you're Fully accredited to 
use military equipment ond premises, it's still no walk in 
the pork. "We’re working on a militory^eloted Film at the 
moment," explains Dono Brunelti, producer of The Social 
Network. 'It's the true story oF o captain who was captured 
by Somali pirates and saved by the Navy SEALs, so naturally 
we arranged a tour of what would tsormolly be an off-limits 
Navy destroyer for research; but even thot came with a lot 
of restrictions. 

"Before we were ollowed onboard, we were given o hard 
talking to, letting us know what we could and couldn't sea. 
You learn pretty quickly thot when you're dealing with the 
military there are a lot of things that are secret, Evan soma of 
the stuff we did have access to was still fairly restrictive and 
we definitely weren't allowed to lake photos, like when we 
were in the control room, where they might launch missiles 
and, kind of, run wars, there were no photos in there. 


"It's the same with the Navy SEAL guys because they don't 
talk about what they do or how they operate, so we're kindo 
limited ors detoils. We've met with a representative of the 
Novy SEALs as port of the film, but we can't actually meet 
with the SEALs thot were on the mission itself, ond we'll never 
even get to know their nomes. But that's where dramatic 
licence kicks in - you do your best to portray what you think 
reolly happened." 

The problem is the fine line between creative license ond 
censorship through the military's rigorous screening process. 
"Youcan debote the technicol meaning of 'censorship', bulthere 
is little question that the military lioison office produces the 
some effect as censorship," argues Jonathan Turley, the Shapiro 
Professor of Public Interest Law at the George Washington 
LJniversity Low School. 

"These offices will routinely punish producers who do not yield to 
their demands by denyitsg them basic assistance while affording 
such assistance to their competitors. In one cose, afiimmokerwas 
denied oceess to the Presidio Pork [o former military installalion} 
in San Francisco unless he yielded to military demands - despite 
the fact that the public has free access to these areas. The 
equipment, films and property withheld by the military do rtol 
belong to the military. They Lselong to the American people. Yet 
the military routinely withholds public resources to secure its own 
benefits. At the very leost, it is a misuse of public funds. At worst, 
it is o new variation on censorship, crafted to operate in the 
shadow of the First Amendment." 



John Woo was one director who chose to ploy boll with the 
military whan it come to moking his World Wor II movie 
Windtalkers. Like many films before it, Windlalkers wos 
heavily edited under the scrutiny of liaison officers, with 
several changes occurriisg to the original script One major 
alterotion sow the heavy rewriting of o Marine, 'The Dentist', 
who would methodically remove the gold from the mouths of 
dead Japanese, 


1 


"Any film that portrays the military as 
negative is not realistic to us." 


Thli character was sIgniFrcanlly transformed at the request 
of head liaison officer Captain Mott Morgan, who believed 
it featured conduct that was ‘utvMorine' and 'more 
representative of a conscript Force'. Yet there is no question 
that such practices did occur during the war. Eugene 
Sledge's firsfhorrd memoir, With ihe Old Breed: At Peleliu 
and Okinawa (recently adopted for screen as The Pacific with 
surprising Frankness by Steven Spielberg and Tom Honks, 
which suggests that some filmmakers might be beyond even 
the Pentagon's reoch), provides a revealing account of such 


'But theJaponeie wasn't dead He had been wounded severely 
in the back and couldn't move his arms; otherwise he would 
hove resisted to his last breath The Japanese's mouth glowed 
with huge gold<rowned teeth, ond his coptor wanted them. 
He put the point oF his KA-BAR [a military knife] on the base of 
a tooth and hit the handle with the palm of his hand. Because 
the Japanese was kicking his Feet and thrashing about, the knife 
point glanced off the tooth and sank deeply into the victim's 
mouth. The Marine cursed him ond with a slash cut his cheeks 
open to each ear. He pul his Foot on thesuFferer's lower jaw and 
tried again. Blood poured out of the soldier's mouth. He mode 
a gurgling noise and thrashed wildly. I shouted, 'Put the man 
out of his misery." All I got for an answer was a cussing out. 
Another Marine ron up, pula bulletin the enemy soldier's brain, 
and ended his agony. The scavenger grumbled and continued 
extracting his prizes undisturbed.' 

Key to the management and operation of the military's image 
is Philip M Strub, head of the Pentagon's liaison office and a 
regular name among film credits. It was Strub who revealed the 
military's definition of on 'accurate' film when it come to getting 
their opproval: "Any film thalporfraysthe military as negative Is 
not realistic to us." 


"They make prostitutes of us all because they want us to sell 
out to their point of view,' director Oliver Slone once carped, 
having been refused assistance for his Vietnam War films 
Platoon and Born on the Fovrlh of July. "They don't want 
to deal with the downside of war. They'll assist mavies that 
don't tell the truth about combat, and they don't assist movies 
that seek to tell the truth about combat. Most Films about the 
military are just recruiting posters." 

The fact that Stone believes military.assisted films ore 
recruiting posters should be rto surprise, given that the military 
handbook, A Producer's Guide to US Army Cooperation with 
the Entertainment Industry, clearly states that the military's 
aim is For every film to 'aid in the recruiting ond retenhon of 
personnel ' 

And the United Kingdom is no better. "Recruiting is often 
a substantial driver in the issue of providing assistance, 
especially when you're dealing with films and TV shows aimed 
at a young audience,’ explains Nick Pope, who worked for the 
Ministry of Defence for over 25 years. 'PR is another big factor. 
Generally speaking, the MoD is likely to provide assistance in a 
situation where it arsd/or the Armed Forces are portrayed in a 
posrtrve light: well-trained and equipped, well-led, able, moral, 
courageous - that sort of thing." 

But it was Army Mojor Ray Smith who provided the most 
comprehensive ond apt explanation os to why Francis Ford 
Coppola's script didn't receive militory assistance in the 
foreword to David Robb's Operation Hollywood: How Ihe 
Pentagon Shapes and Censors the Movies. 'I'm the guy who 
turned down Apocalypse Now,' he writes. 'I read the script 
and said, "We can't do this. The army doesn't lend officers 
to the CIA to execute or murder other army officers." Besides, 
even if we did, we wouldn’t help them make it.' ® 
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METFIL SCHOOL 


ACCESS TO FILMMAKING 


..^e Met r.K.r, Scr.ool l.o'T:.'T!ijfv.;.y courje-> /^riyc iro.T- 
BA and Certificate of Higher Education qualifications 
to short, part-time and weekend prograimnec. 
ii ^''^i.ised on filttimak rig, with training options ;rf 
^fleets, animation and digital cinemmograph'' 


The majority of Met Film School 
programmes focus on developing practical 
skills; meaning students on the longer 
courses write, direct and edit their own short 
films. The Met Film School is also part of the 
Met Film group, which includes a production 
company and post-production facility, all 
based at Ealing Studios. Subsequently 
Met Rim School students gain a unique, 
industry-relevant learning e>:perience. 



For those looking for postgraduate 
study the Met Film School offers a 
Postgraduate Diploma in Filmmaking 
that leads to a Masters in Filmmaking 
qualification, whilst the one-year 
courses provide comprehensive study 
within a timeframe that causes minimal 
career disruption. To find out more, 
visit the website or contact the 
Enrolments Team. 
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10 your inbox in the week of release, 
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into the mag. Read, watch then head 
to littlewhilelies.co.uk and share your 
thoughts online. 




The Great White Silence 

Directed by Herbert G Fonting 

Starring Herbert G Panting. Robert Falcon Scott 
Releajed May 20 


N ewty restored by the British Film Institute, 
Hetbert G Ponting’s The Great White Silence 

beauty and savagery of tianuc, and the endurance of 

The official photographer and cameraman 
on Captain Scott's ill-fated British Antarctic 
Expedition (1910-1913), I’oming begins with the 
departure of the Terra Nova from Lyttelton, on 
New Zealand's South Island, for the Antarctic 
a perilous loumey during which animals and 
supplies were lost overboard. Ponting took some 
of his most impressive footage over the side of the 
ship, showing the Term Nova breaking through 
the ice from a makeshift platform. Once arrived 
on Ross bland, Ponong filmed every aspect of the 
expedition; the scientific work, life in camp and the 
local wildlife - killer whales, seals, Antarctic skuas 

Fondng't remaikable eye for composition reveals 
the great and often unexpected beauty of the polar 
■cescapes (snowy wastelands, otherworldly ice 
structures and hitherto unseen creatures) in a way 
that belies the condsdons in which he was forced 
to work, repeatedly risking ftoitbite in the sub-zero 
temperatures Ponting also poignantly commits to 


film footage of Scott, Wilson, Evans and Bowers 
haubng the sledge and cooking and sleeping m 
theu tent. He could not have predicted the tragic 
denouement - the discovery by the team that the 
Norwegians, led by Roald Amundsen, had beaten 
them to the Pole - or their terrible end past 1 1 miles 
sboit of the depot tilled with food and fuel. 

Though various parts of Ponting-s film were 
distributed conuneicially during the course of 
the expedition, when news of Scon's tragic end 
reached England in February 1913, a respectful 
gap of a year was left before a new compilation 
was rc-rcleated under the title The Un^'ng Story 
of Copeaiii Seoti. This new restoration features the 
exquisite tinting and toning which gives these 
remarkable images such depth, alongside a newly 

composer Simon Fisher Turner. The score really 
helps bring the images to life, especially the 
protracted sequence in which the mating rituals of 
the Adelies is revealed to Turner's gently gurgling 

The Great White Silence often feels like (he 
missing link between Georges Melies and Werner 
Herzog. There it an infectious innocence to the 
film's early sequences, which seem to suggest that 
anything is possible - both in terms of cxpioraiion 


This sense of wonder and the interaction with 
incredible landscapes is also present in Herzog 
(the penguin sequences in Encounters at the 
End of the World ccnainly seem to have been 
infiuenced by Ponting) as is the chilling awareness 
of the likely victor in a battle between man and 
nature Jason Wood 
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In Retrospect.'io'o'W be hard 
pushed to find a more purely 
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Asif Kapadia 

Frontier Psychiatry 


M otonport comm^Qtator Murray Walker, wanted to do something relatively conventional, and From Kapadia’s point of view, m aintaining 
in one of his more profound moments. I tbmk that the family were always wary of the idea impartiality was ai times "overwhelmingly lough", 
once remarked, "‘If’ is a very long word of an actor playing their son. And as soon as you're but the director asserts that having great respect for 
in Formula One; in fact, 'if' is 'FI' coming from an American studio angle... Well, you Senna didn't mean that be was blind to his flaws, 

spelled backwards." can imagine the qualms that brings with it.'’ "The reason people didn’t tike him was because of 

In the long history of the sport, the fates and With the family's backing, Kapadia 's next sup the second accident he had with [Alain] ProsLTo be 







sif Kapadja, the sldiJed and subtle dramatiat 
b^ind Thi U^rrior and Far North, has here 

and turned his hand to documentary. His su^ect is 
the late Ayrton Senna (and if that’s a spoiler, this film 
probably isn’t for ytiu), the Formula One driver whose 
fatal crash at (he San Manno Grand Pnx m 1994 
tnuinaused the sport 

Kapadia retraces Senna’s swashbuckling career 
chiough some Duly astonishing archive footage. 
Having secured the cooperation of Senna’s family in 
Bran], and somehow convmced Bcmie Ecclestone to 
unlock FI’s video vaults, Kapadia has gamed access 
to a ricb haul of previously unseen material 

We ^impse Senna, the gangly youth, racing karts 
for the sheer joy of speed. We see inside his epic battles 
at Md-aren with Alain Prosi, tcam-malc-tumcd-ardi 
rival. We witness his political struggles with the FI 
bureaucracy, led by Frost’s fellow Frenchman Jean- 
Manc Balesue.Wc follow the victories and delnis, 
the disappomtments and vindicaDon We nde with 
him, onboard his Wilhanu FW16, for those linal, fatal 
seconds to the TambuicUo cornet, where Senna’s 
car hn a concrete reiainmg wall at 135mph. Where he 
was swept off the course like a piece of debns. 


The essence of Senna’s Qagedy is bow easily 
it could have been avoided. Ln this respect, 
Kapadia docs an effective job of foregrounding 
the wastefiilness of his death, rather than its facile 
romance. But there’s also something imsenling m his 
choice of footage - in our proxunicy to Senna m (he 
moments before the crash. I'he desired eScct may 
have been dramatic tension, but ui reality ii'i closet 
to ghoulish veyeunsm Just because the footage 
rusted doesn't mean It needed to be shared. It feels 

Eapccially because the rest of the film ts so tightly 
controlled. The payoff for gettiDg his hands on all fhii 
iuicy footage - including Senna at home, relaxing 
with his family or flirting with the women who 
found bim irresistible is that Kapadia has made 
an authorised biography. It might not be a deal with 
the devil, exactly, but Semio is certainly hagiographic 
Senous questioni about his conduct, his disregard 
for safety and his racing tactics are airbnishcd. Senna 
may well have been a victim of FI’s pobnea in bis 
time, but It's also dear that he learned to play (hose 
games as well as anybody. Just ask Frost. 

The teal disparity is Scnne'i ftJure to 
achieve on film what the racing driver did m life: 


was bigger than FI, especially in his native Brazil, 
where he was revered as a symbol of national 

In death he achieved something dose to 
martyrdom. With more insight, more complexity, 
Kapadia's Senna might have told (bat story. 
As it II, il’i a consummately produced sports 
documentary and a credit to the power of 
research, but no more. Man Bocbeniki 


Anticipation. The buzz around 
Senna suggeatl ir could be 


Enjoyment. Tile bebind-tbe- 
but there’s lomctbing missiog.. 


In Retrospect. Only feels 
like half the story. Would 
definitely watch the lO-hour 
TV miniieries, though. 



13 Assassins 



Directed by Miikt Tahaihi 
Starring Yakutho Koji, Yamada 
Takayuki, Iseya YUsuke 
Released May € 


I f 2007'$ Suhyaki VShwn Djari^ refashioned 
Sergio Corbuca’s 1966 spaghem western I^ngo 
(itself heavily influenced by Akira Kurosawa’s 1961 
into a hyper-stylised post-modern revene 
on the endless traffic between America and ocher 
cultures, then 13 Assoisiru, the latest film &om 
Japanese cinema's impossibly pcolihc bad boy Miike 
TUcashi, similarly explores the beleaguered codes of 
masculinity that link the jdatgeki (or samurai period 
piece) and the western. 

The year IS 1844, shortly before the birth of 
Japan’s enlightened Meiji eta. In symbolic re- 
commits itfipuku. The suicide is a protest against 
Lord Nantsugu Matsudaira (Inagald Gord), an effete 
psychopath whose status as the Shogun's younger 
brother lets him rape, dismember and murder with 

feudal value. Secretly tasked with assassinating 
(Yafcusbo Kon) assembles a team for the suicide 


mission, transfomung a woodland village mto a 
death trap. There the 13 assassins will face an army of 
200, led by Karitsugu and Shinzaemon’s long-tiine 
nvaJ Hanbei (Ichimura Masachika). There will be 
blood - indeed, there will be a total massacre. 

Miike’s him is as much a reimagining of 
Kurosawa’s 1954 Stvm Samurai as a remake of 
Kudo Euchi's 1963 >i<in-iiin No Shikoku - but it 
plays like a rcvisiomit weilein Here, Stunzaemon 
and his wild bunch 'must do what must be done’, 
ycl the values of heroism and honour chat they 
celebrate also seem entirely outmoded, as cbatacters 
repeatedly contrast 'these days' with the nostalgia- 
tinged 'age of war'. 

Meanwhile, spectacularly mounted li^ 

battle Itself not only as a muddy, bloody affair where 

or fair play”, but also as a prolonged exetdse in fatal 
futility. “You bore me," complains the thirteenth 
assassin Koyata (IseyaViisuke) in the thick of Che fight 


and while viewers arc unlikely to feel likewise when 
confronted by Miike’s intense miie-en-sooru, there is 
an undeniable whiff of ftn-de-siicU melancholy to all 
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Bridesmaids 



Directed by Paul F.ig 
Starring Kristen Wiig, Maya 
Rudotpk, Rose Byrne 
Released June 24 


T he odds were always stacked against /Indt.imoi'di, a 
distaff comedy ruck-aboui that emerged fiom the 
stable of Judd Apalow and promised the impresario's 
ndemaik Mend of scatological wuccracki mixed with 
squishy-on-ibe-insidc scndcicnialicy. 

Here, Che allegedly sexy hook (and, really, 
Apacow's increasingly enfeebled product from 
kSor One to J-imi^* People to Gel Him to the Greek - is 
craving a sexy book) is based on the fact that the gags 
are the same, and so is the bantering bonhomie, but 
the familiar protagonists (the fac one, the uerdy one, 
the cool one) have ail had their peniscs removed and 
are now women (step forward Kristen Wug, Rose 
Byrne, Maya Rudolph et al). Yep, the ladies have 
taken over the frat house. And they’ve got a huge first 
act diarrhoea set piece just to prove it. 

And yet, the real shock here, in this story of 
pre-wedding tensions amongst six mismatched 
bridesmaids, is not that it's axiomadc and Apatow- 


aroimd that form with often thnilmg nriginalicy. 
Thus, almost immediately, tlie savvy script, co- 
written by Viig, offers more than just the usual 
post-feminist Srirc-style obscrvanoni (altbough an 
opening sex Kcne between Wiig'i Anmr and erratic 
boyfriend Ted, played by Jon Hamm, nicely pillorus 
an cadre gender’s standard sexual technique). 

Instead, as Annie accepts the cask of playing 
maid of honour to best friend Lillian (Rudolph), 
and as the pressure of the job and the demands of 
placating five other bridesmaids slowly forces her 
to unravel, the movie offers some painfully incisive 

underiying female friendships. 

The conspicuously unattached Annie's 
ffintasDcalty deranged reaction to the news of Lillian’s 
engagement (a half-smile twisted into a rictus of 
honor) a emblematic of an entire movie that is full 
of little digs and asides aimed at female rivalry. It’s 
no wonder that the highlight of the movie is a vioous 


&ce-off between Annie, a jewellery store clerk by day, 
and a sman-mouthed teenage giri (the Ime, "You're a 
little cunt!" hat never been so beautifully delivered) 
There are also problems. It’s fat too long, over- 
crammed with musical montages, and hampered 
by a hideous singsong finale. But, really, bottom 
line: it's the best thing Apatow's put his name to 
m years Kevin Maher 


Anticipation. It’s Knocked Up. 
But with women! 

2 

Enjoyment. It’s funnier than 

Funny People'. 


In Retrospect. Could’ve 
been even funnier without 
that ending. 

3 
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Htor) atOBt SURFING AND SURVIVAL 


'Gentle, touching and gorgeously lensed, Rio Breaks meshes a 
heart-felt hymn to surf-love with a harsh tale of slum survival. It's 
a beautifuHy bittersweet vision of growing pams on the rough side 
of Rio, intimately unpeellng favela life's poverty, violence ar>d angst 
while still shining with the fragile hopes and joys of childhood' 
Jonathan Crockaf Ul»# Wh>la l<as 






Third Star 

Diiccled by Hattia Dalton 
Starring Hugh Bonneville, Tom 
Burke. Benedict Cumbcrbalch 
Released May 20 


T he Latin phrase 'mcmcruo nwri' serves as a 
morbid aidt-mhnoire in art of the viewer's 
own mortality. In short, it rrniinds us chat we arc 
human and must one day die. When handled with 
sophistication, or even with a sense of black humour, 
this is all very mil and bleak. But when a tactlessly 
crafted film about a dying man’s last days comes 
along, this reminder becomes about as welcome as 
the Gnm Reaper Imuclang at your door. 

Wheelchair-bound James’ dying wish is to be 
taken to his favourite spot at Barafundle Boy in 
West Wales for one last time. Three men who seem 

old friends) indulge James’ final (albeit impractical) 
wish. With what looks like a small yucca tree in tow, 

mate across the beauhftil Welsh moors of their grim 
guilt tnp. 

the trauma of coming to terms with death in a far 
too viscera] svay, it adds insult to injury by using 


cancer. James is played by British film/stage actor 
Benedict Cumberbaich who, earlier this year, 
impressively reanimated the bitter melancholy of 
Mary Shelley’s misunderstood monster in Danny 
Boyle's Prankemtein at the National Theatre. Bui 
where Cumberbatch’s creature made audiences 
feel genuine empathy, his frail and hopeless 
character m Third Star manages to evoke few 
such sentiments. 

In fact, os James hurls unfair abuse at hit friends, 
or gropes desperately through his pockets for the 
morphine that relieves his incomparable pain, the 
film actually becomes unpleasant to watch. It’s clear 
that the filmmakers' intention is to show audiences 
the 'true face' of cancer. Nevertheless, we must 
(Question, is this really necessary? Even if it is shot 

eyes rolling and bile spewing? This is not, after all, 
an anli-smolong ad that needs to employ disturbing 
shock tacacs. 


Rather than making films that remind us of 
our mortality, why not make chose chat remind us 
of our fleeting immortality? Films that, perhaps, 
share the ambition of Jeon-Pierre .Melville’s 
Parvulesco in Godard’s BreaihUss: To be 
immortal... and then die.’ Zara MiUer 


./Anticipation. Picked to close the 
2010 Edinburgh Film Festival. 
Sounds promising. 


Enjoyment. A film that 




The 

Messenger 


Directed by Oren Moverman 
Starring Ben Poeter.Jena Malone. 
Woody Harrelson 
Released May 20 


D on’t shoot 'em, goes the adage. But what if 
a messenger pitched up on your doorstep 
to deliver the worst news of your life? Not that 
duector Oren Moverman’s intimate, heavy- 
hearted drama actually involves any such gunfire. 
It’s emotional fireworks that are the priority here, 
with The Messenger following two army officers 

members of dead soldiers. 

*T’m not gonna be offering any hugs, sir," gripes 
Staff Sergeant Will Montgomery (Ben Foster), 
whose life has been the definition of 'spiralling 
despair’ ever since he got back from Iraq. The 'sir* in 
question, meanwhile, is Captain Tony Scone (Woody 
Ilarrclson), the kind of guy who makes the bad-ass 
marines in Aliens look like frisky kittens. Ibgether, 
they do the job nobody else wants to. 

It’s a smart premise, the character-inclined slant 
offordmg The Messenger a freshness that the bullet- 
riddled, war-wail likes of The Ksngdam couldn’t 
hope CO attain. Of course, it helps to have had a 

Moverman clearly has demons to exorcise with his 

Unforgiving in his endeavours to capture 
the pain and horror of chose left behind during 
tunes of WIT, Moverman extracts white hot 
performances from his cast (’’You fucking 



father of a dead soldier), while also unearthing 
the midnight humour m the harrowing events 
("Could be worse, could be Christmas," deadpans 
Tony during one tough job). 

’Though Harrelson was the one nominated for 

Through him, Moverman enacts bis icsomoiiial 
against war, with Foster never anything less than 100 
per cent up to the task. TTie Messenger it a movie that 
delivers its own moral tale - one many are probably 
not going to like. Josh Winning 


lAnft'ci^afl'on. Long delayed 
war movie starring a resurgent 
Woody Harrelson. 


Enjoyment. Wcll-craftcd, taut 

with emotion, but vaguely 
directionless. Foster has a 
blinder, chough. 


In Retrospect. It stumbles a 

little, loosening its grip in the 
bfomancic final stretch. But if 
impenitent hcartstring pluckagi 
IS what you’re after, this is 
where it’i at. 




3 
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Blitz 



DirecTcd by EHiott lesitr 
Slarring yafon Statham, Paddy 
Conaidint, Aidan Gillen 
Released May 20 


B aaed on the Ken Bruen novel of the same name, 
Bliiz is an oppressive and bleak crime thriller, 
which, despite its seemin^y predtcublc fonnula, 

Jason Statham plays Brant, a London cop with 
a plays-by-hts-own-rules approach to street justice 
and maintaining the law. Ever the benchmark for 
high-grade masculinity, Statham now has stubble 
denser than Osmium (Google it) and an accent 
more mockney than Christian Bale. Feared by 

and mainly ignored by women, Brant is certainly 

various manifestations of his ilk in John McClane, 
Axel Foley and Martin Riggs, but Statham effortlessly 
slots alongside rlue kind of company - although it's 
predictable, it feels right. Unfortunately, 'ri^i' still 
doesn’t add up to original. 

As various police are slain by local huit cake Barry 
Weiss, aka The Blia’ (excellently played by Aldan 
Gillen), eSenunate duef cop Forte: Nash (Faddy 


CoDsidine) takes over the invcstigadon.The fact that 
he is openly gay leads to clashes with Brant. 

Despite the fact that Blit: is littered 
with cliches, offets a pretty poor critique on 
sensationalism in the media, terrible one-liners 

IS somehow engagmg. What holds the whole thing 
together is that all-imporitnc action movie trope, 
a really, really good bad guy. 

Aidan Gillen shines as a munenng, 
orthodontically challenged and bat-shit crazy villain 
with an authority complex. Considine and Statham 
ace okzy, but it's Gillen who's bolding court here. 

Visually the film isn’t anythmg to lose your mind 
over - a few soft focus shots followed by some eye 
ache-indudng hard-edged ones, busding wide 
pans of London and a few shaky-cam pursuits. It's 
aesthetically concise, as is to be expected of a relatively 
ineiqKrienced director like Elliott Lester. 

The themes are suitable considenng the 
author's metaphysical leamngs' lawlessness fought 


OUT nature. But BUu isn’t a film that will blow 
apart your preconceptions about police dramas. 

and again. Dominic Radcliffe 


,4n(tCt]pa(ton. A film with Jason 

going to be predictable. 

2 

Enjoyment. The performance 
from Aidan Gillen makes it 

engaging, the brooding outlook 
keeps it in place. 

1 *** 


In Retrospect. At times 


truly mediocre episode of 

2 

Silent Wilnest. 



Le Quattro 
Volte 

Directed by Michelangelo 
Frammarlino 

Starting Giuseppe Fuda, Bruno 
Timpano, Maeareno Timpano 
Released May 27 



A n elderly shepherd lives his twilight days in a 
quiet medieval village perched high on the hiUs 
of Calabria, at the southernmost tip of Italy. He 
herds goats under skies chat most viUagrts long ago 
deserted. The man is sick but finds his medicine m 
the dust he collects on the church door, which he 
religiously adds Co his drinking water. 

follow its hrst tentative steps imiil it gams strength 
and goes to pasture. Nearby, a majestic fir tree 
sdrs m the mountain breeze and slowly changes 
through (he seasons. 

Bated on the Fythagorcan theory that each of 
us have lives inside us which tit into one another, 
Michelangelo Frammarlino’s L< QuoKm Mlu ts 
rcmmiscent of Uneit Boonmee Who Can RteaS Hu 
Past Livet in its look at the aansmigraaon of the 
human soul. 

Offering a poetic vision of the cycles of life and 
nature, and the unbroken tiadidons of a timeless 
place straddling the confines bccwcrn past and 

the film, which is exacting in its visual precision, 
evolved fiom Frammartino's desire to put man’s role 
in the grander scheme of things into perspective. 

Though refilling any direct references to other 
works, the director cites Samuel Beckett and Robert 
Bresson’s .^uHoturdBa/lfiacur as references. If allthu 
makes Le QuauroXblie sound overly dry and academic. 


Gideon Koppcl's Sleep Furtmtsfy and Raymond 
Depardon's Modern Left may be more cnacing poinu 
of reference in terms of the unhurried pacing and 
the quietly gripping study of the mieraction between 
character and settmg. 

Involving the Calabrian residents in the making 
of the film, Frammartmo - a former architect who 

physical space and images - has crafted a beguiling 
work that feels incredibly personal, expressive and 
organic. Jason Wood 


Anticipation. A second feature 



festivals. 


Enjoyment. Pl transcendental 



/n i?efrospecf. Meditative, calm, 
and profound, Le Quaoro VoUe 

the bustle of contemporary life. 


i 




Gregg Araki 

Surrealist Soldier 


Filmography 
Gregg Araki 

Kaboom (20i0) 
Smilty Pact (2007) 
Mysterious Skin (2004) 
Splendor (1999) 
Nowhere (1997) 
The Doom Generation (1995) 
Totally F'**ed Up (1993) 
The Living End (1992) 
The Long Weekend (O'Despair) (19X9) 
Three Bewildered People in the Night (1987) 


E Incn moodu afiCT being awaided the 
inauguial Queer Palm at the Caimes Film 
Festival, IWLus meets Gregg Araln on 
laundi day of the 25lh BFI Lnndnn I,esbian 
and Gay Film FMOva], where KahootH the tUm that 
won him the accolade - it about to cut the ribbon. 
It's an honour to which the 51-ycai-old director is 
well accustomed, having been a prominent force in 
raising the profile of gay dnema ever since his 2989 
feature, 71^ Lonf mtkend (O'Despair), picked up the 
Los Angeles Film Critics Association Independent- 
Experimental Award. Times have changed, but what 
does it mean to Arab to be an LGBT filmmaker in 
twenty-first-century America? 

“There are a lot of challenges in getting the kinds 
ofmovies that I make financed and distributed. It's not 

a black and uhiie thing. There's been a lot of progress 

thou^, certainly in the span of my career. So much 

has happened, and whether it’s Ang Lee winning the 

Oscar for Brabkock Maunuuii, or even GIm, it ell helps 

to raise the presence of ■ gay voice," he says. "Gay 

cinema is more prevalent in the mainstream than 

it has ever been, but u's still two steps forward one 

step back. It's certamiy easier lo make a film about 

lesbians - d The Ksds Art AU Rigkl was about two 
guys it definitely would have been more challenging, 
because just that vision of two guys with children is 
upsetting to Middle America. But m the same respect, 
two women wRb children is now widely accepted, and 

Like most aspects of social evolution, breaking 

cmema is being done m baby steps, not strides But 

where GusVon Sant, Todd Haynes, John Cameron 

Mitchell and other New Queer Cinema pioneers of 

Che early '90s have since settled into more sanitised 

territory, Arab u sull fiercely independent and 


passionately nonconformisc, happily admitting 
that "a film like Kahoom is never going to break 

This acknowledgement marks Arab as a rare 
breed; here is a filmmaker who frequently goes out 
of his way to subvert expectation, one who openly 
denounces those who aspire to pamc Hollywood 
pink But despite exuding the pragmausm that comet 
with age, Arab hasn’t lost the radical streak thoc first 
turned heads m Southern California in the lace ’80t. 
“1 was growing up and studying in Santa Barbara at a 
tune uhen post-punk subculture and that whole new 

he recalls. "Because of that formative infiuence. 
I've always seen myself as representing an cnrcgccic 

alternative to the blandness and the corporatism of 

mainstream .Middle America. Films like Ksiboom 

ace hard to make because of the conservatism that 

exists m Che States even today, but I’ve aiwayi sec 

out lo question (he norm, and with this film I really 

wanted to make something that was totally difierent 

10 anythmg else out there.” 

If Kaboom is different, it is also unmistakably an 

Arab film, one bom from a deeply personal place, 

been so directly related to my own life. I was Just like 
Smith; the school he goes to is based on UC Sanu 
Barbara, which is where I did my undergrad in Film 
Studies, and his best fiiend in the film, Stella, is an 

art major wears crazy outfits all the time. All of 

those adventures and experiences that they have ate 

based on things 1 was doing at the time. The only 

difierence is that I didn't have as much sex." 

Anyone who has ever dipped into Arab's 

filmography wdl know that sex is a prevalent theme 

in his work. Yet where the likes of Mysuriout Skin 

and The Doom Generation presented markedly 


deglamoriscd view: of sex and youthful promiscuity, 
Kaboom is a celebration of the impetuosity of 
teenage sexuality. "I wanted this film to show 
sexuality in a positive lighl," he admits, “which is 
very un-American. American film is very punnnical 
and hypocritical when it comes to sex. and I wanted 
Kaboom to really embrace the idea of this sexual 
openness. 'Hiose years of your life are noi so much 
about the exams and the papers, it’s the people you 
sleep with and the reUcionihips you have. To this 
day, chose are the things that have bad the most 
impact on ray life." 

not hard to see how Arab has managed to carve 
out such a distinctive niche for himself. As he 

he suggesii that his future will mosi likely be 
informed not by retrospection, but by an urge lo 

discover a new aspect of himself. "As a filmmaker 

I’d like to keep challenging myself and try to make 

something different ifom this protect. Not a lot 

of people realise diis, but I passed on Af^tierioKi 

Sktn three times before I made it; I made it svfaen I 

was ready. And I never in a million yean would've 

although Tm really proud of that movie. Equally, 
I love movies like 77ie Living End," be continues, 

■Tiut it’s almost like they belong to a different 

person. I’m totally different now, and I think 

that I'll continue to seek change in myself. It's 

interesting for me to sec that progression in my 

the movies I made 1 0 or 1 5 years ago. But wherever 

I’m at m the future. I'll only ever make movies that 

I love and am paiilonace about.” 

Check out the full tianicHpl online in June. 


TMt Apecelypt 







fter 2004'> hard-biciing; child abuse drama 
Mymrima Skoi, the mild highs of 2007's 
Stoner comedy Smiley l^e were enough for 
some to whiter that Gregg Aiuki hod gone soft. Four 
years on, the LA filmmaker has answered those critics 
with an emphatic bitch slap. 

A spicy, genre-mashing valentine Co youthful 
exuberance and sexual experimentation, Kakoom 
follows a group of unbearably gorgeous coeds 
who become embroiled in a nightmarish murder 
mystery, at envisioned through the hallucmogenic 
gaze of the film's chief protagonist, Smith 
(Thomas Dekker). 

With the Imes between fantasy and reality 
teasmgly blurted, Araln lets loose, immersing us 
in a world of sweaty casual sex and apocalyptic 
psychedelia. Promiscuous witches and an animal 
mask-wearing cult haunt Smith's twisted ficoon; only 

gal pal Stella (Haley Bennett) and heespinied fuck 
buddy Ixindon (Juno Temple). Is Smith just tripping, 
or are their more simstei demons at work? 

Aiaki is at hit beat when his broad influences 
ate distilled into a cohesive narrative Here, 
however, icactershoi, idiosyncratic flourishes 
smother both plot and characters; tangents simmer 


and fade before they're ever allowed to seduce. 
This IS vintage Araki - sensual, deadpan, fiercely 
lo-fi - but the fan-pieasing thematic parallels with 
the writcr-'dirtnor't excellent 'Teenage Apocalypse 
Trilogy' aren't given the breathing space required 
CO appeal to a wider audience. 

Even so. for raw, unadulterated escapism, Kaboom 
It bard to beat. Araki is a solider of the subversive, 
and his self-made style of expcriffieniahsm has long 
been a jewel m the crown of American lodie cinema. 
But dus lareti tale of world-weary Californian teens 
somehow feels leas organic, less pure. The |cwel has 
lost its hittrc a little. The nihilistic feroaty of TbtaOy 
Up, Nowhere and The Doom Generauon is 
blunter, the sucker punches of those early films now 
dancing blows 

Kaioom is romantic, nostalgic and mtrospective, 
but as an auiobiographicaj commentary on 
college life it's surprisingly enigmatic, oSering 
liiUe insight into why Araki has chosen to indulge 

Perhaps Stella sums it up best: "College is |usl an 
intermission between high school and the real of 
your life. Four years of having sex, making stupid 
mistakes and experiencing stuff. It's a pit stop, not 
the Second Coming of the Messiah.” 


Still, the fact that Kaioom was decorated with 
the first ever Queer Palm at last year's Cannes 
Film Festival is a sign that, almost 25 years into his 
filmmaking career, Araki has become as important to 
today's LGBT generation as John Waters was to his. 
Contemporary gay cinema doesn't need a messiah, 

return to his best form, he is by some nietch in most 
bold and dynamic ambassador. Adam Woodward 


Anticipation. Sounds iDIciguinf, 
but Araki has been inconsistent 



Enjoynient.A highly fetishised, 
hyper-surreal teenage Tain 
Peaks that's undone by its 



In Retrospect. Bright and 
to be placed alongside the 



i 




Everywhere 
and Nowhere 

Directed by Mtnhaj Huda 
Slarriag Jamti Floyd, Adam 
Deacon. Atyy Khan 
Released 6 



O nce a film style has been rinsed and wrung out 
to the point of parody, it takes some couraise to 
aaen^ another come back. Courage? Or the siren 
soutsd of (he box oCice cash tegistci? The case m 
question is this gritty British urban thriller modelled 
on (he likes of KiduUhood.Adidihcod end thcii spoofing 
ypUDget bruva, Anmnhood. With, it would seem, fen 
neighboiiihoods lefi to expose, Kiduhiwod director 
Meohaj Kuda has now decided to turn his lens 
Everyodien andNovd\en. 

young Bridsb-Asian wannabe DJ who, when asked 

"everywiiete and nowhere". Unfortunately, after tto, 
the film doesn't go on to enlighten its audience arilh 
funber philosophical insight, but simply indulges the 
tantrums of a teenage boy. 

All Ash (played by James Floyd) dreams of is 
moong sick choons in Ibiza, but he is quickly brought 
back to reality by his iron-fisted father, udio makes 
turn work at the family convenience store. Luckily, he 
has three good mates, a supportive sister, a disjointed 
scrqit and some crude cliches to help him through his 
modern-day pliidtt. 

your-bcad routine is one of many laughable moments 
in this unabashed pastiche of the point where British 
drama meets the American Dream. This corny style 
IS helped neither by the fact that Ash is surrounded 
by people who have a habit of endmg each sentence 


with a contrived mitral message, nor that Simon 
Webb from boy band Blue bappetu to be his idol, 
That said, of the many subplots that orbit poor 
Ash, there are a couple of quite good ones - a 
particularly touching one stars Adam Deacon as 
a second-generation immigrant brought up hy 
his pot-imokmg granddad poignantly longmg 

of the one with the clear target audience - 


Anticipation. Kidulihopd was 

success. Perhaps Eberyvihert 
and NoKhtri could be too. 


2 


Enjoyment. Fitting neither the 

gritty urban drama mould, not 
audiences laughing when they'n 


1 


In Retrospect All of a sudden, 
the once eye-opening film abov 
life on da streets of London 

it really ought to be nowhere 


1 


Red Hill 

Directed by Patrick llughee 
Starring Ryan Ktuanten, Sieve 
Bisley, Tom E Lewis 
Released May 20 


O nce a flourishing outback community, Red 
Kill IS an all-white island of outmoded 
Australian colonial values, marooned somewhere 
between the prehistoric past (see the tacky 
Aborigmal diorama in the town's information 

Most of the population has long since drifted 
away, but gun-shy cop Shane (Ryan Kwanten) is 
a rare new arrival - a blow in from the Big Smoke 
looking for a quiet life with his pregnant wife. On 

tracker imprisoned for murder years before, and 
a cryptic big cal - will visit the town. As police 
captam Old Bill (Steve Bisley) and his armed 
posse try to bury the town's shameful past, Shane 
can finally stand up in his saddle and become the 
law - if be survives the night without a car, a gun, 



constabulary disrupted by two 'black panthers’ - 
one metaphorical, the other very literal. 

Conway, Tom E Lewis is In effect reprising his 
tide role fiom The Chata of Jimmie Blacksmith 
(1978) yet while Hughes reopens all the old 
wounds of social injustice exposed by that earlier 
film, be also offers a vision of contemporary 
Australia pregnant with the possibilities of a more 
just future, wherein old-world values of insularity 


In Retrospect. Deftly b 
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Rio Breaks 

Directed by Justin Mitehall 
Kele»ied JuntS 



I magine a huge hiUndc faveU near Aipoadoi 
Beach, Rio de Janeiro. The story of this place, 
you may dunk, recks of guns, drugs and gangs. 
But that's just one narrative in a tapestry of colour, 
noise and friedon that makes up Ufe on the east 
coast of South America. 

The favelas are bursting with stories and it 
takes a sensitive conduit - in this case, LA-based 
duector Jusuo Mitchell and Brazilian-born wntei 
Vince Medeiros (publisher of this magazine) to 
pluck a string from the soundboard and give it 
space to vibrate. 

Mitchell and Medeiros hone in on the Favela 
Surf Club, a non-profii initiative chat encourages 
young people to feel empowered through 
surfing, thus avoiding the drug trade. But, with a 
mission statement to observe and not dictate, the 
filmmakers find themselves following two friends 
- Fabio, 13, and Naama, 12 - in a conung-of-age 

and the caw pleasure of riding waves. 


Sensationalism and gun-toting, grenade belt- 
wearing vigilantes arenotably absent from this insightful 
documentary - although they were very much behind 
the scenes. Irutead, hope and humour take the place 
of shock and pathos, the lacier only seeping ihcou^ in 
vulnerable moments when Fabio talks about his late 
btbet, or when the two remember a school friend trtio 
was caught in the aosifirc. For the most part, we set 
this world through the innocent lens of childhood, and 
unpretentious digressions on kiies, marbles and girls 

From beginning to end, this funk-scored dip into 
a difficult world - backdrop to the affluent shores of 
Ipanema and testament to the widespread diqsanty 
of wealth in Brazil ' remains wholeheartedly positive. 
It speaks of a people oppressed but full of soul, and 
ocploies, with charming irreverence, communities loo 
often defined by fear and ignorance. 

The credits roll before the emandpaiion of Naama 
and his family - thanks Co TV personality Luciano 
Huck and soon after Che clapperboard snaps shut, 


I^ibio goes off the radar altogether. But the film will 
remain. Astonishingly captured at a pivotal moment in 
its young prmagonisa’ lives, Rto Break is a universal 
story about youth, freedom and fi^ong to protect the 
things you love. Shelley Jones 


Anticipation. Stones of 





Enjoyment. Totally, 
life-affirming, Will n 


cally 




In Retrospect. Beautiful, SUQ- 
and cffloiions nay with you 




The Big 
Picture 


Directed by Eric Lartigau 
Starring Romain Duris, Marina 
Fois, Catherine Deneuve 
Released June tO 

P aul (Romatn Duns) wanted to be a 
photographer. Sarah (Marina Foil) wanted 
a photographer. Instead, the macned couple have 
irtcled uncomfortably in an affluent suburb of Pans, 
where Paul’s stuck in an office job and she’s found 
her dream man in the shape of their neighbour, Greg 
(Enc Ruf). Paul and Sarah are exhausted by who 
they’ve become - wealthy but lost, content but never 
happy, ’’losers who attract losers”. 

Then, one hangover morning. Paul confronts 
Greg over the aSaii. 'nicic's a scuffle. A broken 

glossy, bloodless existence bursts suddenly into life. 
He steals Greg's identity (including the dream job) 
and goes on the run m Hungary. He’s a new man 
qiuce literally 

The Bit Ficruft relies less on character 
development chan character revolution, but Remain 
Duns plays the diametric sides of the role so deftly 



Chat the break between one Paul and another (and 
one Greg and the other) feels natural, expected, 
even lorded for. Paul, the suave family man flircmg 
with the world, becomes Greg an isolated, calm 
presence who realises that one terrible act has 
simultaneously taken away everything he had and 

The pacing of the second half of the film is, 

by slowing the editing to a crawl. After the speed 
of Paris, the long shots of Hunganan country life 
are a jolt, but we need Co learn to look at Greg's 
svorld (rather than Paul’s) with him, through his 
camera lens. The move from crime thriller to 
bucolic drama is fairly quick, but it doesn't feel 
forced or hasty. 

There's a rather odd, Ifiarritu-esque ending, 
but it doesn't spoil anything. By that pomt, Paul 


and Greg have both become ciphers. The story has 
become aboul the work . The art becomes bigger than 
the arcisl. In a way, it always was Henry Barnes 


Anticipation.'l'hete have been 

Douglas Kennedy's book 
already, but Duris is a 


3 


Enjoyment. A weirdly 
exhilarating piece of soap opera 

of arc and self-discovery, 


/n i7etro.sp«Ct. Thoughtfully and 
skilfully done. Duns is superb. 
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stake Land 

Directed by Jim Mickit 
Starring Nieh Damici, Connor 
Paolo, Kelly iHcGi;/ia 
Released Jun. 17 



I n Slakt Land, a plague of vampires has turned 
America into a barbaric waste peopled by weird 
culusu and lockcd-down communities. When 
young Marlin’s (Connor Paulo) parents are 
killed, he it taken under the wing of a grizzled 
campaigner known as 'Mister' (Nick Darmci), 
who teaches him the act of removing the prefix 
from the undead. Together they travel towards a 
possibly mythical safe haven somewhere m the 
far north, and along Che way pick up a nun, a 

Director Jim Mickle kicks things off rather 

Mister growls charismatically at Martm while 
rubbing garlic oil into his favourite stake. After that. 
Chough, die film relaxes into an elegiac story of life 
on the trail that puts you in mind of Walter liiU's 
bucolic western The Lang Riders, while the use of 
Paolo as narrator seems like a nod to the voiceovers 
in Terrence Malick’s classic movies. 

The apocalypse has had mixed results. Although 

Christian Brotherhood, a bunch of oversexed crazies 
Mio believe that vampires have been sent to punisfa 
the wicked - other communities show a touching 
adherence to the ways of a more civilised past, 

their shops with faded hocks. But the abiding 
impression is of humanity's imallnesi and irrelevance 


as. trekking north, the protagonists dwindle into the 
vastness of the landscape. 

Which isn't to say chat charactensadon it 
overlooked. The script (written by Mickle and 
Damia} evokes in an unforced way the telaoonihqis 
that develop on the trail. At times thetr interaction 
achieves an almost Fordian timphdty. There's a 
moment wlien the pregnant girl stumbles and Mister 
scoops her up and plods on with her through the 
snow. You blow, and she blows, that he will carry her 

TTic third aa dips briefly into Residem Evd mode, 
but after that the film finds its feet again and delivers 
a deeply felt conclusion, poised between hope and 
realism. Julian White 


Anticipation. He 
undetd> Hangs v 

tdes of the ^ 

Enjoyment. This 

beautiful 

vampire movie d 


tight through yo 

ur heart. ~ 

In Retrospect. A 

film that 

shrugs off its sm 

all budget to / 

present a medita 
and suffering. 

cion on survival H 


The 

Taqwacores 

Directed by Eyad Zahra 
Starring Bobby Naderi, Noureen 
DeWulf, Dominic Raint 
Released June 17 



A n amalgamation of '7b^ua' an Islamic 
svord denoting love and fear of Allah - and 
'hardcore', Taqwacorc was originally little mote 
than the rebellious dream of disillusioned young 
Muslim writer Michael Muhammad Kmghi, whose 
novel of the same name (originally photocopied 
and passed out manifesto-style in car parks) is here 
adapted for the screen. 

Yirsef (Bobby Naderi), a first-generadonPakutam 
student beleaguered by well-meaning parents, 
struggles to adapt to a new life when he moves into a 
bouse of Muslim punks Newly ensconced m a world 
where bis utiooed, alcohol-drinking, drug-taking 
housemates approach their religion as something to 
be mterrogaced and reassembled accordingly as 
one character puts it, "Allah is coo big and too open 
for my Islam to be small and closed" Yhsef finds his 
own min d slowly opening, until his world is finally 
exploded by a party in which localTaqwocore bands 
ace invited to the house to play. 

an academic year, with the punks' subversive 
challenging of Islam stabilised by our alignment 
with the straight-laced Yiisef, the film is a sensitive 

(among other things) ptc-marital sex, homosexuality 
and the place of women within the faith. 

Director Eyad Zahra’s adaptation of the novel 
IS not endrely comfortable, with dialogue chat 
somecimei (cell unnaturally dropped into the 


chancters' mouths not least a scene m which one 
ill-fated character complains about being "wrapped 
up in my mismatching of diienfianchiscd cultures", 
a sentence that must have been lifted direcdy horn 

The film comes into its own as it careers towards 
the final spree, with fast-cut, hand-held footage of 
parties and bands mjecting a much-needed vigour. 
The last few minutes are suffused with both an 
intense, frenetic energy and pathos, as the kids strain 
to understand and come to terms with iheir uneasy 
posmoning within and without their faith 

Despite suffering from some flimsy 
performances, The Tajuacores is exhilarating for 
io unusual perspective and the boldness of its 
inquiring style. Chloe Roddick 


Anticipation. A first f 

about a niche subject 

2 

Enjoyment. A slow si 

arter that 

ultimately finds a frci 

3 

punky energy. 


In Retrospect, Far-frc 

>m pcrfcei 

but bravely incerrogai 

3 

difficult subject. 
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Hanna 

Directed by Jot Wright 

Starriog Saoirse Jionan, Eric Sana, Catt Btanchell 
Released May 6 


F rom the bloodied dunes of DunJuik to 
the putnd sticeis of I^'s Skid Row, Joe 
Wright has long sought to extract beauty 
&om chaos. No surprise, then, that oil painting 
compositions pepper the British director's first 
crack at tugb-energy action like flashes of calm 
m a storm of bullets and brimstone. Indeed, a 
dramaDc mid-shot of a swan nestled between 
broken panes in a Finnish ice drift establishes an 
eenly passive equilibrium before our eponymous 
heroine announces herself with an arrow. 

Having been raised in isolation in this bitter sub- 
arctic wilderness by her father, Enk (Eric Bana), 
Hanna (Saoirse Ronan, so haunting in Wrist's 

gutting deer than kissing boys. As well as making 
Kuk^Asi' Hit-Girl look like a puny apple-polisher, 
our Hanna's a multilingual assassin. Meaning’ Not 
only will she deliver a frosty pay-off line after she's 
finished fucking you up, she’ll have the common 
courtesy to do so in your native tongue. 

McanwMe Cate Blanchetl recycles her southern 
twang from Benjamin Buiion to good efiect as CIA 
meiB-bitch Marissa Wicgler, who’s hellbent on 


tracking down H anna and her ‘rogue asset’ papa 
after ihey ccrcmoniaily blow their own covet. 

As Erik vanishes, Hanna is exposed. Out of the 
foitsl and into the real world jungle, she’ll have to 
negotiale a host of unlmown hazards, but (here's no 
scenano this feral child can’t bile and brawl her way 
out of. There's anisiuehere.howcver.m that Hanna's 
fi^t for survival, while cxhilanting, never provides 
that knife-edge moment; chat flake of fallibility that's 
so micial when it comes to humanising action heroes. 
This ovcrsijdii is addressed laic on by a Kvdadon 

la:^- character development, not the thou^i-provolang 
twist it piesumably looked on paper. 

That's not to say that Ronan doesn't shine. 
After bcuig misused by Peters Jackson and Weir in 
her previous two big screen outings, the 1 7-year-old 
holds her own consummately alongside a deliciously 

screen tune, but iheii cat-and-mouse chemistry is 
invaluable when you consider how incongruous the 
rest of the cast feels (including Sana, who resurfaces 
for a few speedy costume changes before getting lost 
m the plot). As if Wright’s reidiness to show off ha 


arnsttc flair and paint Hanna as a twisted modern- 
day fairy tale isn’t jarring enou^, Tom Holland e r 

bounty hunter certainly wasn’t caBed for. 

loutme fight sequences with some much- 
needed vigour, but any intrigue ealabliahed in 
the film’s formative scenes is smothered by a 
director unable to overcome hia own art houic 
ambitions. Adam Woodward 


Anticipation. After hitting a 
Wright rediscovered his voice? 


3 


Enjoyment. Not quite. Hanna is 
the British director's woolliest 
and most disjointed film yet. 
Ronan saves bis blushes, though. 


In Retrospect. Fun in places but 
unfulfilling as a whole. 


3 

2 
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Lucy Walker 

Nuclear Prophet 


L VPLui meeu Lucy Walker only a few 
daya after an earthquake devastated 
parts of northeastern Japan. As we talk, 
24-b<nir news channels are obsessing 

over Fukushsna as its reactors threaten to go into 

mehdown. Walker has cancelled a publicity junket 

in Japan and is painfully aware of this unwanted PR 

coup. She stops herself more than once ftom saying 

'I told you so’, but it must be tempting 

Countdotm u Zen, vdiich she wrote and directed, 

IS a graphic reminder of the risks we cake when we 

play with nuclear power, whether in the guise of 

energy or weaponry. Most of the enriched uraiuum 
from the deftinct Soviet Union remains unaccounted 

generanon of nuclear energy plants are outdated, 
crumbling colossuses constructed in the ‘70s - giants 
built on feet of chqr. 

“1 remember ihinkang at the time of the Iraq 
invasion, *lf I’m right, then bad stuff is going to 
happen’, and unfortunately I think I was rtghl,” 
Walker says. "I feel the same way now. If I'm ri^t 
about nuclear weapons, then I think there's a real and 

grave risk of something absolutely awful happening. 

It gives me no pleasure to say that it’s the most urgent 
threat we face. 

"Ireally wish I wasn't sitting here worrying about 
Japan's nuclear melcdosvn," she adds, "but that’s 
what we say in the Itlm - that the risk is never zero, 
and with nuclear the canscquenccs of something 
going wrong are really grave. I don't want to be right, 
I want to be proved wrong.” 

These ate not the kind of urgent doomsday 
quotes you migb r eapect ftom Lucy Walker. A 

relation of the Observer politica] columnist Will 

Hutton, and an alumnus of both Oxford University 
and NYU’s Tiscb School of the Arts, she is a dyed- 
in-lhe-svool member of the liberal elite; a modernist 
documentanan id every sente and one of the tirst to 
really take advantage of the humanism that small, 
portable cameras allow. 

Walker has used this to access tiny commumciei 
of people, like those m the Oscar-nominated Visit 


Land - the calaJarti that live in the refuse lip of 
Rio de Janeiro, and who eventually ioined her on 
the ted carpet in Los Angeles. So why the about 
turn? Why the reversion to a more conventional 

'T like where the important meets the dramatic 

meets the real, and making a him about nuclear 

weapons is not very sexy. It's not such an easy pitch, 
but I don'l like easy pilches. I like challenges." she 

explains. "It’s really bard to make a film that starts 

with a topic, and it’s really hard to make a film about a 

topic that no one wants you to film and no one wants 

you to say anything about. Just because we've got all 

these •manwy mtervicWB in Counldeten doesn't mean 

it wasn't really hard to get them. Even though when 

because the tendency is to say very safe platimdes 
about these things - ‘We must be safe with nuclear 
weapons. We must get the numbers down.'These kind 
of things aren't exactly screen dynamite. 

"But I knew that just interviews wouldn’t suffice as 

a film," she continues. 'T did try and shoot some verice 

scenes but it was really hard with permissinn - it svas 
fnghtenmg and classified. J find it much easier when 
there's a particular story to follow. I've done three films 
hke chat and it’s much more intuitive for me. Hats oS 
to the ediion because ic was a hard film to edit when 
there isn’t a clear chronology or narrative. 

"I sort of feel there's this iceberg and you only see 
the tip in this film,"Walker adds. "The good news is, 

what you see m the film tn girded by a tremendous 

That research and refiection comes ftom 

mierviews with some big beasts of the Soviet and 

post-Soviet era, including Tony Blair, Jimmy Carter, 
Mikhail Goibachev, Robert McNamara, Pervex 
Musharraf and Valerie Plamc Wilson. Was she 
impressed by these powerful political figures’ 

"I definitely really Cried to take them on,"Walker 
replies "1 wouldn’t ray that I was unimpressed with 
any of them. 1 tend to generally chink chat for anyone 
ID agree to be filmed is actually really courageous. 


and especially with this issue. I think it’s actually a 
big nsk becauec if you calk about these weapons, you 
associate yourself with them by discussing them. It 
would be much easier to not talk about them. 

"We had [former US Secretary of Defense] 
Robert McNamara’s last interview before he died, 

and he really wanted to import this idea that he had 

changed his mind on this issue. He wanted people to 

know that nations will be destroyed if these weapons 
weren't destroyed. He was on his death bed and (hat 
was bis parting act, and that was very powerful." 

Walker punctuates the film with footage of the 
cities that have been victims of cetTonsm over the 

laic decade London, Moscow, New York, Berlin, 

Madrid and so on. She finishes with footage ofTimes 
Square on New Year’s Eve intercut with acienciscs 

a fivc-nulc radius hnnet chan the surface of the stm 

- no hospitals, no police, no government, no shelter, 

no food. The reign of anarchy. 

T wanted to put that at the end of the film when 

thought if you put it at the end h would be much 

more impactful. If people thought ‘Oh God. these 

weapons could go off,’ 1 wanted to remind ffiem 
of what land of desiruciion these weapons could 

do, and they are so much more powerful than the 

one chat fell on Hiroshima. Modern cheimonucleat 

weapons use a Hiroshima-scyle device as iheir fuse. 

It’s realty daunting to think about the massive size, 

manoeuvre. Whai I really didn’t want to do is cut 

wilty-nilly to Che mushroom cloud. 

"We don’t have the choice of a fcw countries 
having a wclI-sccurcd arsenal and that keeping the 
rest of the world safe,’’Walker concludes. "R^dless 
of whether you chink chat was a good plan, forget it. 
Unless we really gel together and work out how this 
world u run, we're going to be m a sicuanon where a 
lot of states and nun-state rogue actors ate going to 
be able to have acccii to chat stuff." 

Check out the full tianscHpl online ui June. 
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J here's s theory that if somelhiog can happen 
1 W It wiU happen. Usually something had. So 

remarkable gallery ofpoUtidans and military experts 
pass us the memo on mankind's destiny with ftery, 
planet-destroying nuclear war. Buckle up. 

Following the Oscar-winning efforts of An 
Inctmtienitm Tna/i to save the world from suicide 
via ecological dnastcr, producer Lawrence Bender 
attempts to tepett the tnck for atomic Armageddon. 
Revealing out frighteningly ongoing ncai-misses 
with (mostly accidental) nuclear holocaust, director 
Lucy Walker's dociunenlary is a sobenng, worthy 
call for drsarmament. 

Smart talking-heads, including Mikhail 
Goibachev, Tony Blair, Jimmy Carter and former 
US Secretary of Defense Robert McNamara, 
reveal how everything from pointless Cold Wat 
snlty-waving to a random flock of birds mistaken 
for incoming Russian nukes has neatly triggered a 
ludKTOus end of days. 

But there's only to many times you can watch 
nock footage of nuclear decimation - big bangs, 
ouds, buildings swept into the void 


- while listening to narration by Brit cinema’s 
Mr Chuckles himself, Gary Oldman, before 

inevitable one. 

We're all going Co die. We're all gomg to die. 
We’re all going to die.Thac’i the message drummed 
into our aching skulls as Counidoum to Zero 
reiterates how someone it defmilcly going to trigger 
the nuclear apocalypse at some point. Beyond this 
gloomy thought, ii has little else lo say. Sure, go 
to takepact.com, petition the world's countries to 
reduce their nuclear stockpiles to zero, hope for the 
best. Abolition as solution, chat’s the idea. But as a 

What's really missing from Walker's 


powerful enough to hang on to, but Countdoan to 
Zero never reaches for it (Yeltsm isn't interviewed 
about it). 

As worthy an awareness-raiser as Walker's 
documentary is, it’s hard lo trudge out without 
feeling that the entire human tace is straddling a 
giant A-bomb, Dr. .^mingelotvstylc, as it plummets 
on a long, unstoppable joumeytotmpaa. We'll meet 
again, don’t know where, don’t know ulien, but wc’U 
meet agam some sunny day.. Jonatbaii Crocker I 


Anticipation. A 
Truth with nuki 


optimism. Buried in the doomsday anecdotes is 

Yeltsin was faced with a scenario m which he 
had CO push the button to trigger nuclear war. 
A US attack threat had been delected. Protocols 
bad been followed. Time was up. But for reasons 
known only to himself, Yeltsin refused to order 
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Win Win 



Diiecicd by Tom McCarthy 
Slitting Paul Giamatti, Amy 
Aynn, AUx Shaffer 
Released May 20 


A fter 77ie Station Agent and The I'inier, VTm 
Win is tbe ihitd low-key bui heartfelt gem 
ftomTom McCarthy, who continues to document 
the quiet tragedies, small absurdities and gentle 
revelations of ordinary American life. 

This lime around the focus is on Paul 
Ciamatti's Mike Flaherty, a struggling small 
town lawyer staring a mid-life crisis in the face. 
When the opportunity to make some extra cash 
presents itself, Mike impulsively grabs hold, 
installing himself as the guardian of a wealthy, 

home and pocketing a monthly stipend. When 
the old coot's grandson, Kyle (Alex Shaffer), 
turns up out of the blue, he proves to be a 
catalyst not just for Mike’s lacklustre high- 

Not before Mike comes perilously close to 
screwing it up, though. 


Giamatti gives another Itnely calibrated and 
acutely observed performance in a role that was 
never likely to stretch him. He’s supported by 
the equally dependable Amy Ryan as bis wife, 
Jackie, and a combustible comic turn from Bobby 
Caoavale as best friend Terry, who compulsively sits 
outside his beautiful marital home and watches the 
builder go in to nail his wife (one of the many thmgs 
to like about McCarthy is that he keeps Canavale 
gainfully employed) . 

But It's Alex ShaSer who sieab the show, somehow 
turning teenage truculence into an eloquent expresaion 
of Kyle’s deep-seated sense of confusion and betrayal. 
McCarthy’s scr^t avoids all Che condescending craps 
and clicbm of cinematic adolescence, suggesting 
instead ttiai there’s a very thin line separadng our adult 
selves from the child inside. 

It's fair to question how long McCarthy can 
continue to mine tbit particular seam before the 


true to say he’s no great stylist with the camera. 
Bui nghi now he’s making a tricky genre - the 
warmly personable comedy of manners look 
very easy indeed. Win Wm it another understated 
inumpb Matt Bochenakl 


Anticipation. It's Tom 

McCarthyl You either love him 

or... like him a lot. 

ti 

Enjoyment. Honest, insightful, 

delight. 

k 

In Retrospect. McCarthy can 
keep you smiling for days- 
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Point Blank 



Directed by Fred Cavayi 
Starting GUle, Lellouche, 
Roschdy Zem, Gerard Lanvin 
Released June 10 


F rom Its explosive opening, Anything Pot Her 
director Fred Cavaye'i latest doesn't let up. A 
nursing assUtant, Samuel (Gdlcs LcUouche). has to 
help an injured man, Sartet (Roschdy Zem), escape 

pregnant wife Nadia (Elena Anaya, most recently 
seen in Julio Modem's Room in Rome) is Iddnapped. 
A shocking murder sends Samuel on the run, 
suddenly a target for competing forces, much like the 
protagonist in Guillaume Canet’s memorable 2006 
thnllet Tin No One. 

Cavaye and Canec are at the forefront of 
the ion of Hollywoodisauon of the French film 
industry practised by I.uc Besson since his 1985 
outing, Subteay all the way through to the Taxi 
franchise and 200S's Token, on which he was 


/hint Blank'i key set pieces takes place m the 
Pans metro. Topped and tailed, as it it, with 
hospital scenes, you may even be reminded 
of John Woo's Hard Boiled, albeit without the 
formidable gunplay. 

Amid many audacious scenes, I-elloucbe looks 
like a soppy rugby player while Zem is shiningly 

the police, coo, which seems much more easily 
racially representative than in Enghsh-language 
films. Claire Perot is particularly noticeable as 
a lisbelb Salander-type among the many strong 
female leads on the force for fans to admire, 
though there's a very odd subtext about maternal 
feelmgs among women officers. 

Cavayi's only false step is an overeagemess to 


not play well for an Anglophone audience. As long 
as that finale doesn't leave a bad taste m the mouth, 
the greatest compliment you can pay Pnnt Blank is 
that It not only matches Hollywood’s best thnllcss, it 
outstrips them. It's that good. Jonas i'Vlilk 


Anticipation. 


It cakes a lot of ball 

3 

appropriate this titli 


Enjoyment. 


Hits the target. 

H 

In Retrospect. 


Blown away. 
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Viva Rival 

Direcicd by Dj o Munga 
Scarring Paltha Bay, Manie 
Malont, Hoji Forluna 
Released May 27 



C oming from the Democratic Republic of Cmgo, 
and hoping to speatltead a tilmmakmg cenaissance 
there, crime thriller Viva R\va! initially impresses with 
novelty, but soon hits on too many familiar genre 
ccnvendoni to stand out from the aowd. 

After working as a low-level crook in Angola, Riva 
(Paesha Bay} makes off with a truckload of petrol, 
planning to siphon off his precious cargo in ezebange 
lor a small fortune in the bone-dry Congolese capital, 
Kinshasa. However, word of his deal causes a stir, with 
variouspames&om crooked state officials to ambitious 
clergymen wanting their cut - while Angolan gangster 
Cesar (Hoji Fortuna) is in hot pursuit, auning to claim 
both the petrol and Riva’s head. 

For his first feature film, writer/director Djo , Munga 
lakes a me r e side glance at the mynad issues concerning 
Congolese society, opting instead to make a popcorn 
flick, full of sex, violence and nefarious deeds. It s 
unforrunaie, as political tension as glimpsed in Cesai^ 
vimobc ludgement of Congolese character, "Maybe you 
should have remained colonised" takes a backseat to a 
rather toothless coloration of sexuality. 

From Riva's initial blind lust, to his tegular inps to 
the local brothel, sex is seen throujdi an oppres s ively 
masculine gaze, with women often portrayed as sinful 
sex objects. Much of the film's stylistic flair is buried 


threatens Co boil over into hazy, sweaty surre 
as Kiva finds himself enveloped in an orgy of women 
wearing tribal masks, and davffied in exotic body- 
paini. In other hands, this insight into ihc aimless 
hedonism of young punks could be cutting, but 
the film doesn’t dig beneath Riva’s Jack-the-Lzd 
chatuma. These themes are soon forgotten, though, 
as the final third twists itself into bloody, convoluted 
chaos, pushing towards a conclusion that is as thrilling 

V?helher Viva RivaTi hi^ity watchable, 
commendable, yet unavoidably conventional qualiiiea 

uncertain, but for world cinema veterans, at least, it 
offers the opportunity Co cross one more country off 
the lut. Michael Lender 


<4n(lC(^o(t'on. The attraction 


Enjoyment. The thrill of 
the chase . 


In Retrospect. Tb.c charm 
of the familiar. 


3 

3 
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Insidious 

Directed by James Wan 
Starring Patrick Wilson, Rose 
Byrne, Ty Simpkins 
Released .Vay 6 



I f James Wan's debut fearure Saa was a clever 
resurrecuon of (he giaBa, if Dead Silerue revived the 
'killct ventriloquist's dummy’ of The Great Gabio, 
if Death Stnunee looked back to the ceacdonaiy 
Vigilantism of the Death Wish films, then bis latest 
work, Irmdietis, shows that he has not lost his love for 
knowing genre pastiche. 

The chief reference here isTobe Hooper’s 1982 
Jbfcergettt, as Wan tells the story of a family turned 

haunted by spirits from the ocher side. Yet this 
familiar picture is greatly confounded by the sheer 
number of other filmic allusions petmined to intrude 
upon the narrative. 

The Esorast, The Shining, Drag Me a Hell, 

likes of I978’t Dunch or 1990's Tina Evil Eyes, as Wan 
bombards us with references in rapid succession, the 
constructed reality of his film starts to shift and reel 


before our eyes. "You’re going to see a lot of dungs you 
don't tutdersiand," warns medium Bliie Reiner (Lin 
Sbaye), moments before she dons a weird gas mask to 
aid her in making contact witli the spirit world. She it 
not wrong - but the post-modem instability ofWui’s 
images is cssenda] to their defamiliahimg effect. 

Similarly, by leaving unanswered a senes of 
suggested quesdoni. Wan bedevils his viewers 
with uncertainty. What is the earlier trauma that 
caused the mother. Renal (Rose Byrne), to have a 
breakdown? What other adult wears pyjamas with 


those of her young ton? These odd details may go 
precisely nowhere, but they form part of the film's 
texture of creepy unease. 

Some horrors delve into society’s political 
amdeaet, odiera unnerve with uncomfortable home 
truths, while soil others mine the darker, more 
ne^ected corridors of the viewer’s unconscious. 


Really, /»iidiei<! does none of these, as it’s too busy 
scaring the bejetui out of its hapless, bewildered 
viewen When this unpretentious getue piece says 
boo, you’ll jump all tight and it is canny enough 

laughmg too. Anton Bitel 


Anticipation. Forget the low 
reputation of the sequels - Sao. 
was good. 


Enjoyment. Matches its 

scariness with an unhing 
silliness. 


InRetrospec. The spirit of Sam 
Raimi returns. 
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Incendies 

Oirecled by Denis Villeneuve 

Starting Lubna Asabal, Melissa Desortneaux-Poulin, Maxim Gaudette 
Released June 24 


it's tragedy. Never were the Bee Gees more 
W W insi pbrfalj and you can bet your life that rf 
bumha had been a musical, that shrewd ’70s classic 
would have been its powerhouse theme nine. 

Instead, Incendus ('fires’ in Brench) is a gnm, 
involving drama that plays it straight. Canadian 
twins Jeaime (Melissa DisnrmcauiC'Poulin) and 
Simon (Maxim Gaudette) have just lost their 
mother. In her will, Nawal (Lubna Azabal) leaves 
her children two letters one for the father they 
believe is dead, the other for a brother they didn’t 
even know they had. 

It's NawaJ's dying wish that these letters be 
delhrered by Jeanne and Simon, who set out on a 
seeming impossible mission to the Middle East in 

ate mirrored wiiji the story of their mother’s origins 
• those devastating events that shaped her into the 
distant, troubled woman her children grew up wnfa 

Set against the backdrop of a fictional - but 
devastatingly familiar civil war, /neemfiei dabbles 
in massive themes, cackling them on a wienchingly 
intimate scale. While evocative images of broken 


flames, it’s Belgian actress Azabal who bums the 
bn^test. As a mother u^o's suEered overpowering 
iiauma and been unable to explain it to those 
closest to her - Azabal is a revelation. She plays both 
(be younger and older versions of her character, and 
drives (he narrative with a fiery passiom we feel every 
Ucmbling Up, every pang of uncertainty as Nawal 
pitches fiom one disasiec to another 

True, the film’s second half loses energy without 
her. As the story shifts to focus on her children's 
increasingly bizarre expeditioD, the pacing begins 
lo slow. But in place of Nawal's dramatic back story 
emerges a far more disturbing explorabon of her 
children’s own origins. As the twins learn truth after 
devastating truth about Nawal's tragic upbringing, 
their own tale is afforded depth and detail. 

It's a downer, to be sure. Credit to director Denis 
VUlcncuve as well, then, who ensures (hat tin slowly 
unfolding mystery is carefully measured out, and hfted 
by tenific performances across the board. The result n 
utterly absorbing, revelling in dusty visuals and inornate 
framing. Inecndiei never folia into the crap of becoming 
nist another movie about the futility of war, refusing to 


comment on the heanbreak of confiicl, criiile letting its 
upsetting content speak largely for itself. 

Only the film's final sucker punch revelaOon 
threatens the melodrama barometer, nlymg as it 
does on really unfortunate coincidences for ns power. 
By then, thougli, you’ll be too wrapped up m Nawal’s 
narrative to really mind. Aa tragedy goet, it's hard to 
bear -but it’s definitely worth it. Joth Wuming 


Anticipation. Play 

ed lo 

Competition at Cs 

.nnesandhaa ^ 

Roger Ebert’s bac 

king. Must be *1 

good. then. 


Enjoyment. Harm 

■wing, 

beautiful and dist 

urbing. £l 

though the second 

bout drags 

In Retrospect. Ele 

mental and 

expertly directed, 

Nawal’s story /, 

haunts long after 

the credits H 

have rolled, 
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Select Filmography 
Jesse Eisenberg 


Eisenberg 

Just Awkward 


L abelling Jeue Eisenberg 'awkward' fccli 
a little like calling greyhounds 'rangy'; 
while undeniably true, it's just a Utile 
urueceasary. Sitting in the nondescript 
Famngdon offices of a PR company the Saturday 
before the BAFTAs, Eisenberg is polite, funny, 

extremely modest but jitterier than a rattlesnake on a 

washing machine. It's not that he's rude; just a little, 

LWLies; Congratulationa on all the awards. 
How are you feeling about all that stuB? 
Eisenberg: Well, it's very nice. But I recognise that it's 
a temporary expenence to do with a single movie... I 
look forward to never having it again. 

In lots of your films • TTie Squid and tht 
WhaU, Adventurtland, The Social Network, 
Holy Rollers - you’ve played fairly unlikcablc 


playing a combination of a few people who no 
one really knows. The advantages are far greater. 
It's mspuing to learn about a person's life and to 

So, for example, for fioly Rollers I read about 

how Hasidic Jews wouldn't touch or shake 

hands with a woman. That made me think about 

how, as a Hasidic Jew, you would feel when you 

you would feel simultaneously attracted but 
also guilty. 

You're 26. How have you got so far to quickly? 
A lot of It IS luck. ! know fantastic actors with the 
same tkiU set at mine chat aren't working in anything 
that we would have seen. I mean, I’ve been in a lot 
of thmgs chat no one's ever seen. Or if they’ve seen 


tide the subway with them every day. they live in a 
house that I’ll never enter; they go to a temple chat 
I would never be allowed inside. And yet we have 
the same background in many ways, and the same 
physical appearance. 

Is it true that you're wakitig a sequel to 
ZombielaniP 

No. They're writing the script ri^tnowbut I haven’t 
seen it and I suspect chat the longer we wait, the less 
relevant it will be. I mean, all the actors would love to 
do it ind the director would love to do it but I'm not 
sure what’s happening. 

la Bill Murray the coolest guy in Hollywood? 
Yeah, he’s very funny. I’ve been to a couple of awards 
ceremonies recently and he’s made some lorstencal 
speeches. So yes, 1 suspect he would take the title that 
you bestow upon him. 













t's not often Chat you (ee a drug dealer dresaed as 
Fantastic Mr Fox. Fantastic Mr Fox, that is, as 
rnmagincd by Wes Anderson. But Sam Gold, the 
semi-ann-hero of Hafy Rfllers manages just that^ to 
buy and sell drugs m a mustard brown corduroy sun 
while rocking white Nikes. 

But let’s not get ahead of otirselves. Hify RoBtn 
IS an independent tUm written by Antonio Macu, 
directed by Kevn Aich, starring Jesse Eisenberg 
(recently seen as Mark Zuckcrbcig tn 7^ Social 
network) and Justin Batiha (aka Doug from 77ie 
HoHgmet). It u based (loeisely Eisenberg's chanact 
IS an amalgamaaon of several different people) on 
the true story of a Hasidic drug-dcaUng cell based 
in New Jersey, which imported ecsusy from the 
Netherlands during the 1990s. 

Now, if this sounds like the most hipster idea for 
a movie you've ever heard - drugs plus Orthodra 
religion phis sex plus New York - then don't worry; 

'gel' it-llie most engagmg parts of the iilni, in fact, 
are the relauunships between Gold (Eisenberg) his 
(abnc'selhng father (played by Mark Ivanir) and 
hit strait-laced neighbour Leon Zimmerman (Jason 
Fiichs). In the hierarchical Hasidic community. 


there is genuine aftecnon between father and son, 

childlike rebellion in the way the former watches 
pom through the latter’s window. 

The catalyst for die film's real action, however, 
comes m the chain-smoking, cussmg, dirty-shined 
form of Leon's tearaway older brother Yosef (Bartba) 
It IS Yosef who hoodwinks Sam and Ixon mto 
smugging their first stash of ecstasy into America. 
It IS Yosef who miroduces Sam to the Israeli dealer, 
Jackie, and his pouty blonde girlfriend Richel. 
It IS Yosef who slowly introduces his naive young 

Orthodox twenty-somethings become a front for 
one of the slickest, if unlikeliest, drug routes in the 

If Ibis all sounds rather like the film vemon of 
your school’s anti-drug lessons - Reefer Madnest for 
the MTV generation - then perhaps we're doing it 
a disservice. Sam's drug trafficking certainly does 
bring him money, fun and experience He goes 
to dubs, he makes friends, he breaks sway from 
his family's expectations and he gets that sweet 
corduroy sun you’ve already heard about. Not to 
meniioD the while Nikes. 


As is so often the case with films 'based on real 

the threc-llnc synopsis this implies. Holy RoOm is a 
film about the loss of innocence. Or perhaps - loss 
suggesting something valued and taken away - this 
IS more accurately a film about a revolution against 
mnocence and the vacuum it leaves behind 

The performances are good, some of the 
dialogue is clever and snappy, the depictions of 
being high are bad (but then they ahvayt are) and 
the story is fauly compelling. It just doesn't really go 
beyond 'fairly'. NellFriuell 


Anticipation. Mark Zuckeiberg 
smuggled ecstacy in his ringlets? 
Oy veyi 


Enjoyment. Ecstasy-smuggling 
Orthodox drug drama. It does 
exactly what it says on the cm. 


In Retrospect. You'll want to 
Google the hell out of this 'true story 
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Potiche 

Directed by Franfoit Ojon 

Starring Calhtrine Deneuve^ Gerard Depardieu, Fabrice Luehini 
Released June 17 


I etuMe' is, quite fittingly, a French term for 

a trophy veife. Fittingly because in many 
m ways, Catherine Deneuve has been a 

on whidi to bang a film. Ftanpois Ozon’s latest is 
a story centred on the emancipation and politicoJ 
Bwakcmng of a housewife m 1970s France and 
differs from last year's 77k Refuge in just about every 
respect Here, we're served a farce with copious 
amounts of ideseb. The lightness, however, plays 
counterpoint to serious themes which culminate in a 
deeply saoncal denouement. 

The funky opening credit sequence features 

garish red tracksuit jogging through the grounds of 
her idyllic country pile, acknowledging the birds, the 
squirrels, the sbagguig rabbits, while stopping to jot 
down glib inspirations for her poetry. Is this a case of 
Carry On Ozxrrit 

Despite (he malerul trappinp of wealth, Suzanne 
Pugol (Deneuve) realises her life is empty she ruefully 
describes herself as the 'queen of kiichen appliances'. 
Her husband Robert, played to snarling perfection 
by Fabhce Luehini, u an aggressive capitalist with a 
dismissive attitude to his employees and his own fanuly. 


The union demand better pay, an eight-hour 
working day, more holidays and a proper toilet - 
not just a Thrkish-siyle' hole in the ground. These 

Madame Pujol to become the pacraniaing, but well- 

about cordial relations and improved ptoductmey. 
Naturally her husband secs this os an attempt to 
usurp bis potitian ss the boss of everybody. 

Fodthe IS the kind of film where communists and 
capittlisls are equal targets for mockery. It isn’t Ozon 
re-awakenmg the Dziga Vertov Group. And it’s not 
Godard’s Tend va Bien, no matter the set up. There is, 
however, a vague inkling that the director is pointing 
to a moment m modem history where, perhaps, 
PR-led campaigns began to outweigh serious debate 
and politics became a popularity contest. 

Closing the film with a musical number in 
which Madame Pujol sings about becoming 

darker than it may at first appear. Potiche is laoce 
masquerading as broad comedy. 

Suzaime Pujol is another in a long line of 
strong, complex women in Ozon's work. Gerard 
Depardieu is on fine comic form as the local 


commie mayor, Babin, who had a Lady Cbatterley- 
style affair with Suzanne back in the day. Every 
minute of screen time they share is an utter delight, 

But it's Deneuve who stands in the spotlit, 

empowerment and political aims might not be as 
benign as first ihoughl.Towardi the end, a disgruntled 
Mayor Babin walks awsy from a televinon crew 
lilmmg his new political rival, telling them he wants 
no part of her 'personality cult’. There's real sting to 
this sweet tale. Mnrtyn Conterio 


Anticipation. Deneuve reunited 
with Depardieu in a new Ozon 
film. Should be great. 


Enjoyment. 

Carry on OzonI 


In Retrospect. A warm-hearted 

world belies a biting satire. 

1 1 
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THE WORLD’S 
BEST MAGAZ 
DELIVERED TO 
YOUR DOOR 
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QnGdotzero_adventures in motion festival aoii 

S3-S7 november [ BFI Southbank. london 

a thritlinq mix of Innovation, inspiration and converqence across film. arts, culture and entertainment 



submit 
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watch 

your wvk boFcro 30 3uns aoii. to cnsdotziro's aoii/ianaional and 
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Mammuth 



Direclcd hy BtnoSt Delapint, 
Gutlavt a* Karvarn 
Starring Girard Dapardiau, 
Yolanda Maraau, laaballa Adjani 
RaUa^adJuna 3 


D ireciort Benoit Delepme and Gustave de 
Kcrvern specialise in bleak, deadpan black 
comedies about the plight of tlte common worker. 
In AfommuiA, Serge (Girard Depardieu) faces a 
grimrcuremeni nursing hii prostate and disguitmg 
hii wife with hit dodgy DIY skills. It's almost 

motorbike and trundle around the countryside in 
an effort to locate the missing work papers that will 
help beef up his meagre pension. Not much occurs 
on the journey: some of his old haunts are rickety 

he’s reunited with an oddball niece who makes 
hideous art out of broken dolls. 

On paper, this looks like an improvement on the 

Lmme-MKhal. It seems to promise greater depth 
and seriousness, more maturity, more focus. But no. 
While ImiuvAficliel had plenty of lows, it also bad its 


crazy hi^. By contrast, MammutM ambles through a 
number of loosely strung vignettes with all the pace 
of a Zimmer frame m long grass 

Delepme and de Keivern have clearly entered 
a phase of diminishing returns with iheu pet 
themes of bleak lives, proletarian banality and 
geriatric decay. But what really makes this film 
irksome is Serge. He's completely interchangeable 
with the pair’s previous protagonist Louise - the 
tame shaggy, baggy character, mule and opaque. 
Every now and then, in a lazy attempt to gtve 

guise of Isabelle Adjani pops up, but that just 

There’s no discernible social agenda either, not 
unless you count a kmd of cultural lounsm that 
portrays the vrarking classes os lovable grolesquet 
on a par with garden gnomes. ’The film's answer to 


Serge's woes is for him to smoke some weed with 

Become a poet? We’d love to hear Delaine and de 
Kervern offering that advice outside the local job 
centre Julian White 


Anticipation. A r 

Girard Depardiei 

oad movie with 

1? Atloni-y'. & 

Enjoyment. This 

take on 

the pitfalls of ret 

2 

toothless drivel. 


In Retrospect. M 

ake a note 

of the names Del 

epine and ^ 

de Kervern. That 

way you can ^ 

avoid them in fut 

ure. 


Angels of Evil 

Directed by Michela Flacido 
Starring Kim Rosas Sluart, 
Filippo Timi, Moritz Bleibtreu 
Released May 27 



I f the aim of a gangster biopic is to shower its 
audience with images of guns, stockings pulled 
tight over faces, and bank notes stuffed at speed 
into hessian sacks, then this film delivers. Renato 
Wlanzasca (played by Kim Rossi Stuart, vdio is also 
one of the film's six writers) maybe cheeky and good- 
lookjng,buihe'sas toughas they come -be has spent 
38 of his 58 years in jail - and over the course of the 
film we see him swallow nails, slash his own chest, and 
aak someone to stab him. But despite the sensauonal 
promise of these scenes, Vallanzasca’i rise frirnugblbe 
1970i criminal underworld of Milan feels protracted, 
mediocre and in most aspects unexceptional. 

The OIK feature of his story that stands out b 
the fret that he managed to reach celebrity sums, 
capturing Italian hearts and finding fame aa a ptn-up 
gangster for Milan’s teenagers, with hundreds of giris 
wndug him love letters every day. It’s an intriguing 
phenomenon but one that remains rcgicifiiUy 
uneaqilored m this film. Unlike Romama Cnmouile, 
the director’s previous foray into the worid of crime, 
Michele Placido has mysteriously chosen not to weave 
any social or histoncal context into this story (other 
than throtigb the use of chequered mustard and 
chocolate clothing), therefore isolating Vallaraasca's 
tale and preventing us from gaining any real insifdu 
into hia life, which is surely the real aim of a biopic. 


The film’s only attempt to get under Vallanzasca's 
skm comes in the form of tackq> one liner: T’m not 

sad proof that Angeh of Evil never escapes its generic 
roots. Charaaers drift in and out of the story with 

convoluted, and the pace gradually subsides. Michele 
Placido has bravely used some startling sound design 
and various edgy grades in order to cry and mamiain 
our interest, but they do little to bring real drama to 
the story. This film works as a straight up guns-and 
-money flick, but its cliebis fail to mvotve us in die 
myth that is the Angel of Evil. Claire Oakley 


Anticipation. Guns, money 
and hot Italians in hot 

Italian clothes. 

3 

Enjoyment. Guns, money 
and hot Italians in hot 

Italian clothes. 

2 

In Retrospect, Guns, money 
and hot Italians in hot 

Italian clothes. 

2 


Tkt Apocatyfii 




Julia’s Eyes 

DirecTed by Guillam Moralat 
Slarring Belin Kueda, Lluis 
Homar, Fahio Derqui 
Released May 20 


S ince Bufiuel and Dali began playing tricks on 
the eye in C7n Chien Atidabu, (he iUnunaker’s 
predilection for poking eyeballs has provided the 
horror movie with one of its more gory motifs. But 
what if you found out you were about to lose youi 
sight and there was nothing you could do about li^ 
lake her twin sister, who has recently been found 
hangmg horn a tope m the basement, Julia (Bclen 
Rueda) suffers ffom a degenerative eye disease 
that svUl eventually render her completely blind. 
As if this isn't bad enough, she is also visited by 
the disturbing realisation that she is being watched 
by a madman. Growing blinder by the day. Julia 

sister, sensing that the invisible man in the shadows 
is growing closer, too. 

From the creepy caretaker lurkmg in the 
basement to the eeemmgly lovmg husband in the 
bedroom, everyone is a suspect. As the mystery twists 



and twists again, director GuUlem Morales rarely lets 
the tension subside, smartly keeping his eyehall- 
fetishising villain faceless undl the final twist. 

While lucratively upholding the psychological 
horror cUebes that audiences love to bate 
(votuptuous leading lady, freaky Freudian issues, 
and a gallon or two of blood and guts) Morales also 
handles the chilling prospect of going blind in a 
highly original way. 

Julia's Eyts is often shot Ifom the point of view of 
the murderer, leaving us to wonder: if in the land of 
the blind the one-eyed man is king, where does the 
invisible man stand? This tension cuiminaies in an 
impressive sequence lit solely by the blinding fiasb of 
an antique camera's light bulb. 

Both the chiaroscuro lighting and the skilfully 
bandied theme of blindness versus voyeurism lend 
the film a distincdvely unwholesome finish. Althou^ 
the plot may often veer off into the realm of the 


implausible, and Julia’s logic teeters on the absurd, 
this is a film that will have you cluiging grimly to your 
seat, your sanicy and your spectacles Zara Miller 


Anticipation. The Guillermi 



Enjf^ment. The hanging 

woman in the basement? Ni 
such a good omen. This is 
edge-of-the-seat viewing 


In Retrospect. Voii'W be 
checking your blind spots on 
the way home. 
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Outside the Law 

Directed by Rachid Bouchareb 
Starring Jamel Debbouee, 
Roachdy Zairt, Sami Bouajila 
Release dale May 6 


r\ Oqyi of dory raged at the French treatment 
of Algerian soldiers during the Second World War, 
while London River, set in Finsbury Park in the days 
following the 7/7 bombings, seemed indignant ai 

ignonng the questions asked of the religion by its 

In Outside the Laui a historical epic of the 
struggle for Algerian independence - Bouchareb a 
once again trying to weave character studies into 
aichival headlines. It's a noble pursuit hobbled by the 
slmigh ry chip on his shoulder, a chip that appears to 
weigh heavier with each film. 

Bouchareb, French of Algerian descent, trades 
in ngbleous anti-coloniaUsm: a pro-nahonahsi, anu- 

poinls from the pious left, makes for dreary, setf- 
n^icous, politically exploitative and immensely 


The prologue of this film sees an Algerian family 
forcibly removed from their home by silos of French 
colonists We are then launched 20 years forward. As 
France celebrates the surrender of Nazi Germany, 
peaceful Algerian nadonalisl marchers in Sedf 
including the brothers we meet in the first scene - are 
brutally attacked by French soldiers. These arc 



cause they can only shout about it, and no one likes 
to be shouted at. 

From this event, the brothers are splintered, only 
TO reconvene in early adulthood m a shanty town on 
the edge of Paris. From there, eadi signs up m the 
Naciona] Libetadon Front, sacrificing their family 
lives and living 'outside the law', as (hey descend 
fiirtlier into violence m the name of their struggle. 

Some of the melodrama touches, but as threads 
come and go, usually concerning sexual uitngue 
fiom thinly sketched female charaaers, Bouchareb 
chooses to skim over the most significant aspects of 
the story. It just happens, fi^m one scene to the next. 

again ignored. Tom Scytnour 


Anticipation. Bouchaieb's back 


Enjoyment. A tiring, didactic 


In Retrospect We await his 
excusal of Colonel Gaddafi 


2 

1 

1 





Heartbeats 


Jig 

Dirccicd by Sue Bourtie 
Kekased/Vfa> 6 


Directed b>' Xavier Dolan 

Slamng XotitVr Dolan, Mania Chokri, Niels Schneider 
Released May 2? 

T wenTy-Two-year-old fUnunakee Xavier Ootan wmet, direcn, produces and 
stars in Heanheau - an ebulliently louche romantic drama guaranteed to 
bolster hts standing with hipster mag hacks and fashion dickheads. Shot through 
with the sort ofhazylate-Bummer vibe that suggests a romantic nostalgia Dolan is 
still too caQow to articulate, Heanhean details an awkward love trian^e in which 
best friends Marie (Monia Chokri) and Frands (Dolan) find themselves at odds 
over curly haired Adonis Nicolas (Niels Schneider). The fact that Nicolas is a 
dewy-eyed prick-tease doesn’t stop either of them engaging in a game of romandc 

This pseudo-profound teen dream is a bn of a bote for anybody who's already 
figured that out. Matt Bochenaki 3 2 2 


A nanabve-siyle documentary, Ji; explores the personal journeys of a number 
of young competitors in the year leading up to the 20 lOWorld Insb Dancing 
Championships. Director Sue Bourne digs mto the lifestyle and personal equity 
that the competttors, their tutors and their parents invest in their intense efforts 
to achieve a no-money first place position in the finals. Few would imagine a 
documentary shadowing a little blown Irish dance competition could book you 
in or enable you to relate to the dancers themselves; but Jig is an eye opening 
window on the relentless dedicabon of those involved in the sport. It offers an 

revealing the implacable spearheads of Irish dancing, a constantly evolving and 
growing pastime GUcs Bidder 13 3 



Directed b>' Olitier 5rf>m>tz 

Starring Khomotso Manyaka, Keaobaka MaMaityane. Harriet Lenabe 
Released Afny .27 


Sebmia's L^e, Above AU is an occasionally aSecung South Afiican AIDS 
drama chat is let down by a screak of shamelessly manipulative sentimentality. 

Khomotso .Manyaka as one of the unseen victims of the coimliy's AIDS 
epidemic - a yoimg girl tainted by the shame of her mother’s illiie.s.s and the 
cruel hypocrisy other neighbours' Chrisuan chanty. Struggling to cope with 
the gaping fissure that has opened up in her life, she also has to deal with a 
best friend turmng to prostitution and a desperaiely vulnerable younger 
brother. Manyaka effortlessly conveys the fesisome emotional consequences 
of Chanda's predicament, but Schmitz is far too eager to drag his audience to 
water end demand that they drink. Matt Bochenaki 3 3 2 



My Dog Tulip 

Ditected by Paul hierlinger, Sandra Fierlinger 

Scarring Christopher Plummer, l^nn Redgrave, Isabella Rossellini 

Released Afio' 6 

M an's ongoing love affair with the bound has probably provided more in the 
way of einemauc diebn chan his love affair with his own species. Enter My 
DogTitlip. Playing very much for the realist team, Paul and Sandra Fierimger have 
brought JRAckeffey's memoir of a life shared with a rescued German Shepherd 
to the screen in a disarmingly honest but beautifully rendered amroadon. It is 

on a dog for companionship and develops a deep respect and compastinn for 
the beast. From rhapsodic ruminations on Tulip's turds to a thought-provoking 
narrative strand about Ackerley’s wish for Tulip to experience a full lifir. there’s 
genuine afieciiun and humuiiiy in this story. The animation was nude by hand 
on a computer, and the result is a painterly aciihctic chat suits the unconformity 
of the odd couple u depicts. Laura Buihell 2 3 4 


The Apeeatypt 




Risen Amreeka 


Directed by Neil Janes 

Surcuig Stuart arennan./o/in Noble and Hrik Morales 
Relcucd May 13 

T he hfe of Merthyr TVdtiJ boxer Howard 'Welih Wizard’ Winnone, a man 
who secured the WBC World Featherweight Champiunihip in 1968 despite 
bavuig lost the ups of several lingers in an uidustnal accident, is worked over in 
tfau biopic. In order to step into Winstone's boots, actor Stuart Srennan trained 
for 6vc years with Winstone’s real-life spamn# parmcr Don James, resulting 
in some techrucaUy-impressive light scenes. We’re not taUang choreographed 
^ocl^'-style slug fests but tenacious, lightning-fast tear-ups that leave you with 
a sacisfying taste of the sweat, blood and toil that make up the sweet science. 

ring makes it as unbalanced as many ofWinsione’s punch-drunk opponents, and 
ultimately it falls down juil as hard. Ed Andrews 3 3 2 


Directed by Cherien Dabis 

Starring A'isrem baour, Melhar Muallein.Alia Shatukat 
Released May 13 

A mree/ia the Arabic word for ’America’ opens with gnity scenes of 
insliluQonaliscd humiliation in the Palcstiman terTitories before quickly 
switching to a strange, tragi-comlc culnirc-clash where clumsy, kmd and 

casual, difSdeni ignorance of a suburban America gearing up for the 2003 
invasion of Iraq. As Muna struggles to hold down a bluc-coUar job, the ‘FOB’ 
(fresh oS the boat) terrorise jibes that Fadi is taunted with at school lead him, 
pccdiaably, to rebel. In an attempt to sustain momentum, the film lurches away 
&om comic-book realism cowards join-the-dots melodrama. But such over-steps 
are compensated by a genuflection to the human desire to persevere and a keen 
eye for situational humour. Tom Seymour 3 2 2 



Fire in Babyion 

Directed by Aevon Utley 
Released Afa> 20 


Life in a Day 

Directed by Kevin Macdonald 

Starring Cindy Baer, Mallhew Irving, Caryn Waeehler 
Rcleascd>ne i7 


I team, forced to endure some pretty flagrant racism from the home crowd, 
lost the test series S-1. A year later, on their '76 tour of England, the 'calypso 
cricketers' got their act together, flnding a formidable four-man pace uni t and, 
m Viv Richaids, one of the most fearless and destructive batsman the sport has 
ever seen. Director Stevan Riley filters cricket throu^ a prism of black power and 
Rascafanamsm, showing Che West Indies’ cultural joumey through a remarkable 
period of globalisation, where immigrants were beginning to settle in London’s 
boroughs, the US Cml Rights Movement was inspiring change and most people 
were hearing Bob Maricy sing 'Get Up, Stand Up' for the first time. Shot with 
warmth, energy and a humour that is wholly fitting of its subiecc, this is a fitting 
trtbuie to the ideal of one love. Tom Seymoisr 34 4 


A feel-good, non-narraave trajectory with a decidedly positive outlook makes 
lb a Day a mesmerising romp through the world as seen through 
the eyes of strangers. Created by Google and LG to celebrate YouTtdre-s fifth 
birthday with crowdaourced footage edited under the guidance of director Kevin 
Macdonald and producer Ridley Scott, it charts (he events of Saturday, July 
24, 2010, SIS seen throu^ countless cameras fiom 192 countries. We witness 
everythingfrom the icfcy surrealism of birth (human and giraffe),io she sad reality 
of death (a cow's slau^ler is humane and horrific, somehow both loo slow and 
loo quick), and the unquenchable instinct for survival (a two-nme cancer victim 
whose family, in their suffering, has been 'set free from fear’). When a 95-niinuie 
film both documents and offers true fieedom from fear, you’ve got something 
inimitable and something very special indeed. Georgic Hobbs 3 4 4 
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WE BUY YOUR KIDS 



JORG TIHEL OFFERS A POLEMICAL PERSPECTIVE ON THE MOVIE 
INDUSTRY’S FAVOURITE NEW BUZZWORD - TRANSMEDIA. 


WORDS BY JORGTinEL 



TOSS platform. Mulciplatform. Transmedia. When I 
first used these words, or similar, in I.j\, film and 
game executives, agents and producers probably 
thought I was trying to make cross-gender porn. I 
might as well have been dressed m drag, sportmg 
high platform shoes alongside my straggly beard. That’s how 
they were looking at me. 

A decade later, those woids are on the tip of (hose same people's 
tongues. One can barely escape a smgle press release, quarterly 
statement or executive meeting without getting caught in the 
trans-buzzword crossfire. The future is now, they say, the world of 

Translation; the music biz has collapsed, the DVD market is 
on its last legs, movie studios have to risk their own cash on their 
sequels and 59p Angry Biids outperforms some of the biggest 
console blockbusters. It’s time to freak out. To find the new 
winning formula. 

Despite the enhanced marketing vocabulary, not much has 
changed - at least not for the better. Hollywood has not become 
more innovative, except perhaps in the way middle men and women 
justify their salaries to their shareholders. As the SCRE4M poster 


(the '3' &om the last one cunningly upgraded) so aptly says, "New 
decade. New rules.' But it's the same old shit — remakes, sequels, 
prequcls, clones. 

But there's a new breed of sorts; the non-videogame videogame 
movie. Hollywood's idea of transmedia made easy. Picture this 
pitch; 'Teenage sinppcri with guns, the soundtrack is Bjoik meets 
Blink- 1 R2i the tcstisnpped straight from videogames.' Sucker Punch 
was born. Kids would love it. Not. The result was an mterspccies 
abominatioa: Rebecca Black Swan. Google it. Someone already 



In the process of tryingtn mimic games, movies forgot to tell stories. 
Christopher Nolan's fncepaon is perhaps the most stylish of its kind 
(granted, Miyamoto got about as deep into levels within levels in 
Super Mario Bros, but that’s a different discussion), but you have 
to admit; an honest story with living, breathing characters is hard to 
delect. Instead, suddenly, after much ado, the game's over. And you 
never even got to use the joypad. 



TMt Afcalyfi 



with Jobno; Two Shoes, knows to some for their charming 
iPhone and iPad hit PiundeHand. We’ve taken a poetic aspect 
of this story, turned it on its head and distilled it into gamcplay. 
It's not a high concept piece, nor does it reference Halo. 
Proceeds from the game will finance the film as well as help 
the charity close to the film's heart. I hope people will love our 
creative voyage. 

Cross platform. .Multiplatform. Transmedia. They don't have to 
be creepy sales terms. And they can’t be originated by anonymous 
corporations. It all boils down to the right creative people who 
genuinely and generously share in a common vision, and who are 
passionate about exploring it across different mediums. Audiences 
will follow. 


Movies have become games you can’t play. Games have become 
movies you can’t watch. New decade. New rules. Everyone loses. I 
believe that the first true examples of ‘transmedia’ will happen on 
an indie level. I wouldn't be surprised if-or rather hope that -non- 
conformist visionaries like Werner Herzog, artists who may feel 
equally at home in poetry, prose, opera, fiction and documentary 
filmmaking (now in IMAX 3D), will approach it right: as artists 
witling to go to all lengths to tell thcii stories, to spread their 
ideas, to engage and touch new audiences instead of targeting 
unsuspecting consumers. 



While Hollywood bangs its (over)head against the vacuous 
middle ground, new and exciting projects that exist across 
film, games, the web and beyond are bound to come 
out of nowhere. 

Perhaps my upcoming 'transmedia' protect, a feature length 
period drama based on historical events and starring a largely 
black cast will be among them. We've been developing a game 


Kl© g Y 



INTERVIEW BY 


THii MERCURIAL POP STAR. PHOTOGRAPHER AND FILMMAKER 
DISCUSSES CREATIVITY. SUBJECTIVE ART AND INDEPENDENCE. 


espite becoming ubiquitous as the posterboy 
of *908 electru-pop, Moby is just as at home 
shootixig film in the suburbs of hts hometown of 
New York as he is spinning discs before a sea of 
strangers. LWUes sat down with the musician 
recently to chat about his iatest project, Destroj’cd, an 
independently released experimental album and photo book 
that invites audiences on an intimate behind*the*sccneB 
odyssey encompassing the unseen aide of touring. 



Moby: That's right, I grew up in this strange family where 
everyone was a visual ardst; my mother was a painter, my 
uncle was a photographer, my other uncle was a sculptor, 
my grandmother was a water-colourist... So I grew up in this 
environment where everybody made stuff. And when I was in 
high school I worked in Ute AV department, which is the most 
quintcsscntially nerdy thing you can do, where wc had access to 
these aniazmg low-tes video cameras. Unfortunately I don't have 
any of those early tilms anymore. 


memsotsed tfa« you sntb you soil had yotis early high s eboot, 
hhm ts that «bm dus book came hum a need M 
jrvertihioc so that ootluaf gets le«t> 


Part of it did. All my hfe I’ve just wanted to take pictures of things, 
but I guess there was that realisation about 10 years ago, when I 
started shooting digitally, that you could shoot anything and n 
didn't coil anything. Thctc was no huge commitment to what 
you were shooting. And part of it is tltai I don't like touring - I'm 
not complaining about it, because there's nothing worse than a 
professional musiaan complaining about havmg to lour but I still 
don’t like it very much. So I wanted to document touring to make 
the actual experience a more interesting one for me, but also to put 
it out in the world and get back a better understanding of it. It's the 
nature of personal, subjective art that you have a better perspective 
and understanding of yourself once you've put it out there into the 
world and seen how people respond to what you've done. 

i SLuS y>w> i!B^ - 

Wait forMc was (he tirst thing that I put out completely independently. 
With no commercial endgame I could do whatever I wanted, so for 
the first single 1 got David Lynch to direct a video that couldn't gel 
played on TV and I released it for free. It was a celebration of my 
rediscovered independence as an artist. 



About 10 years ago. I’ve stili got all my old film cameras, but it's hard 
to go back to them. It’s the same with most photographers I know; 
they'll shoot widi film until the bitter end and then finally make the 
switdt to digital and never touch film again. As much as I love film, 
the benefits of digital are just too many to justily going back. 




Yeah, although the book was largely shot on portable cameras. . . I have 
a nice digital camera; a Canon 5D Mk II, but it's a bng SLR camera 
with a big lens and you can't really be spontaneous with it, 


ISM 


I would have been able to pursue them, but there would have been 
restrictions. For one video, I asked my friend Jessica Dimmock to 
shoot whatever she wanted and she came back with a film of her 
friend shooting heroin in a public bathroom. No major label would've 
accepted chat. Commetcial media is based around the idea that the 
ends dcccimmc the means, but I really like the idea offocusmgon the 
means. The process of making something should be interesting. It’s 
the same with makinga record; I wane to enjoy the process of making 
it, put It out, and not be too concerned with what happens. 



DVDS 

WORDS BY JOa BERRY, ANTON BITEU GUY BOLTON. JAKE F 
BROOKMAN, ROBERT JACKSON. TOM SEYMOUR, OUVER SMITH 


MAY 2 THE GRIM REAPER (1962) 

DIRECTED BY BERNARDO BEKTOLUCCI 

A proslinile is killed in a Roman park. The police find and qaeMioa eadi of ihe 
people presenl lhal tdghl. Each alruggles tor an alibi. Une is Ibe killer. Berlohicci 
ms 2D srfien he made this classic wbodunoil. Slack in its simpEdl), vdUi characters 
pvposetully sketched, ihis it telling proof ot his enduring ability la create mawkish 
but tense drama. JFB 


PRAISE (1998) 

DIRECTED BY JOHN CURRAN 

This fantasy avatar rocnance got plenty of attention on its release before 
a chain-smoking asdi malic wish a taste for heroin, meets Cynthia (Sacha Uorler). a 
An ode to addled youths in aimless love, Ihis is coercive gutter poetry. TS 

UPSIDE DOWN; THE CREATION 
RECORDS STORY (2011) 

BKECTED BY DANNY O'CONNOR 

This documentary makes an cntblctn of the IlKk most dissolute Independent 
record label - Creation Recoids, who signed My Bloody Valcniine Primal Scream, 
Teenage Eancluh Super Furry Animals, The ,lesus and Mary Chain, and of course. 
Oasis overJS years in which il defined the UK music industry. Ilk the most baring 
expose of tbe Madcbcsier scene since id Hoar Party People. RJ 

LAPUTA: CASTLE IN THE SKY (1986) 

DIRECTED BY HAYAO MIYAZAKI 

A young boy and girl svilh a magic crystal race against pirates in search of a 
Boating castle. Miyazaki's taste for earthy reahsm seems apparem early in his 
career and, as rnr. his animaiioits - somewhere between Monet impressionism 
and iocohaic childish setibMings - are a sight to behold, Bui. at over two heurs. 
the novelty is stretched andsinined by the vast cultural divide. JB 


MAMMA ROMA (1962) 

DIRECTED BY PIER PAOLO PASOLINI 

Mamma Roma (Anna Magoani), a dvwn-al-heel pmslinile. is reunited with her 

begioning la slide off the rails. Magnani is an icon of neo-realisn. She has a face 
like a Roman com and wears her emotions unashamedly, while Pasolini - who 
worked for both Rossellini and Fdlini - exhibits a free-wheeling cinematic style 
wrilh some Duly brealhiaking long lakes. JFB 

IL POSTO (1961) 

DIRECTED BY ERMANNO OLMI 

Staying with, but also updaling, ihc Maricisi concerns of Italian nco-rcalism, II 
Ibslo stars two shy, suburban youths who meet while seeking ‘a job for life' in a 
Milanese corporation. They must pass a bizarre screening process before coming to 
terms with all manner of slran^ customs in this dead-eyed olSct. (Mmi'sobservinl 

alienation that would make Chaplin proud. JFB 


MAY 9 WAITING FOR SUPERMAN (2010) 

DIRECTED BY DAVIS GUGGENHEIM 

Davis Guggenheim made wat«s in Ihc US by foDowing a handful of promising 
scudcnis ihrou^ a public cducaibn system that inhibiu. rather than encourages, 
auiodidaclicism. This indiclmcnl of 'dmp-oul factories' and 'academic sinkhnlcs' 
assumes a shotgun approach lhai, at limes, plays hide-and-seek with its audience. 
It's wcil-inientioned, but unwilling loinierragaleilsawn claims. RJ 


MY NEIGHBOURS THE YAMADAS (1999) 

DIRECTED BY ISAO TAKAHATA 

of sometimes astute s'igneaes about the daily Uves of a Japanese family. With ils 
washed-out watercolours and strii^ed down animation, this doesn't compare wish 
the best of Studio Ghibli. JB 

I SAW THE DEVIL (2010) 

DIRECTED BY KIM JEE-WOON 

Of the string of ufira-violenl, idlra-fctithiied 'revenge tragedies' to come out of 
South Korea over the Iasi couple of years, this is perhaps the most noiorbus. Good 
Is diminished and evil iselemal inKim Jee-woonk twisted, if audacious, take on a 
secret agent whose prcgnaiu fianen becomes ihe lalcsl victim of a serial killer. OS 

THE THEO VAN GOGH COLLECTION 
(1996-2004) 

DIRECTED BY THEO VAN GOGH 

Theodoor van Gogh, the greal-nqthew of Vincent himself, worked as a director, 
producer, writer and actor. A polemic UberaHsi, he was weD-versed in provocation 
bul informed rnoogfa to back it up. Sabmissian, bis 11-mlomr affront to the 
Ireaimeoi of women in Islam, earned him a Fatwa. He was assassinated by 
Mohammed Bouytri. a Diach-Moroccan Muslim on November 2. 20M. Index on 
Censorship Associate Editor Rohan Jaynsekera wrote: 'A sensational climax to a 
lifellme's public performance, subbed and shol by a bearded fundamcnialisl. a 
message from the killer pinned by a dagger lo his chest. Theo van Gogh became a 
martyr to free expitssnn.' TS 


MAY 16 VENUS IN FURS (1969) 

DIRECTED BY JESUS FRANCO 

I'ncsl. UDCcntorcd, just as Jesus wanicd il. In bUobal.jazziDuuciaii Jlinoi) pulls 
the murdered body of a young ssoman from the surf. Hed seen her roughed up ala 
playboy’s pany (played by Klaus Kinksi). In confusion. Jimmy ups for Rio but, as if 
be ssere (he man from Vertign, the gbosi of the giri fGfloscshinLlliisis avaol-^rde 
alils most delusional and decadent. OS 

SCHIZO (1976) 

DIRECTED BY PETE WALKER 

It takes ctyones to make a British siasher him called Schiu when some bloke made 
a liule-known horror called I'sychuback in llliO. But IHtleWalkcr hascojones-he 
esen indudes a shower scene. This is a classic so-bad-ilV-good horror film, replele 
with a dididiesiiig psychiatrist, a jilted cx-locer stalbr and some truly Raimi- 
esque moments of comedy. K.I 


MAY23 THE TUNNEL (2001) 

DIRECTED BY ROLAND SUSO RICHTER 

Based on she true story of the men and women who Bed Eaa Berlin, Rlchterk lilm 
stars lletno Ferch {Dawnfalt) and Sebastian Koch (The Uses of IMbm). During 
the 28 years that the Berlin Wall stood, countless luoods were used as escape 
mules, and this film recounts the largest and most successTuI path to freedom. 
Marrying the cbuslrophobia inherent in the task with the dcvaslalii^ hardship the 
characters am seeking to escape, this is gripping stufT. JB 

DOBERMANN (1997) 

DIRECTED BY JAN KOUNEN 

Scndio-lnetidly genre fare like Tell No Uoe is the chief expon of French dnema 
these days. But Koimen's crass, etciting, irrepressible and supremely violent action 
movie, svhich stars cooleMhan'Ihou husband and wife icons of French cdebrhe 
Vioceni Cassd and Monica Bellucci, recalls a time w hen France had no issue with 
excess. TS 

TAXI ZUM KLO (1980) 

DIRECTED BY FRANK RIPPLOH 

Frank Ripploh docsn’l play 11 straight. Acting as director and star, Ripploh is a 
bearded, shaggy-haired homosexual with a large circle of friends and an even 
larpr appetite for casual sex. This is a believable movie aboul modem day 
poly^ray. Indeed, Ripploh acknowled^ it as complelely autobjographical. 
Allhough expficil, it’s also imaginative - Rippiob seems capable of leUing even 
the most inddenlal experiences in a way tbat seems ironic, wry, ebullient and 

NENETTE (2010) 

DIRECTED BY NICOLAS PHILIBERT 

Directed by award-winning documcnlariao Nicolas Phikberl (£lrr « Avoirl, 
f^actre spends 70 minutes in the company ofaJO-ytar-old orangutan at the Jardin 
dcs Plantes in l*aris, where she lives with herson. Tube, and other playmales. It's 
an absorbing mediiaiion on anthropomorphism with Ptuliben’s minimalist style 
magnifying the smalksl detaib ofNcnelte^ Gte. TS 


THE WIDOW OF SAINT-PIERRE (2000) 

DIRECTED BY PATRICE LECONTE 

In 1S50. a murder shocks the isolated French bland of Saint-Pierre. A local 
hsbrrman (Emr Kasturka) is sentenced lodealhbulbc must wail for his execution. 
Uis possible savionris the slok caplaink wife, played by Juliette Binoebe. Lean and 
spare, this recalls the earnest mdodiamas of Hollywmd's studio era. GB 


RIDE RISE ROAR (2011) mayso 

DIRECTED BY HILLMAN CURTIS 

This profile of David Byrne -the sih'e^^ox former lead vocalist of Talking Heads, 
and today a midding solo artist - is a clever combination of onstage writhing 
and intimate VIP leslimony. Byrne emerges from the film as an affable, crealwe 
spirit, but Cirtis could hate done more with his staid, workaday Icnsing and 
shooting. Gfl 

ALL ROADS LEAD HOME (2008) 

DIRECTED BY DENNIS FALLON 

This uhro-earnest. welPinlenlioned and uniformly dreadful melodrama is aboia a 
l2-year-old giri who loses her mother in a car crash before struggling to sopport 
her bereaved and grief-soidten father, Ominously 'inspired by a true story', it’s a 
circus of fade to black dissolves and fabe-noic senlimenl. Peter Boyle^IaH screen 
role, sadly. TS 


I’LL NEVER DIE ALONE (2008) june 6 

DIRECTED BY ADRIAN GARCIA BOGUANO 

Nope, you'll never die alone. Becaise you II always have this film to haoni you. An 
Ar^otiniao rehash of i Spil oa Your G/uve, this female rape-revenge video nasty 
seems purposefully aid a^ressively marlwled at the trendy types who gel off on 
vioknl misogyny. TS 

CROSS OF IRON (1977) 

DIRECTED BY SAM PECKINPAH 

Sam Peckinpah will always be associated with The Wild Bunch and the violent 
fetishism of the Kew Hollywood era be helped to found. Bui while Cross 
of iron, his only war film, has a similiar graphic chaos, it shows a sombre 


DON’T LOOK NOW (1973) june 27 

DIRECTED BY NICOLAS ROEG 

Based on a Daphne du Mauricr short sloiy and relcucd in a double biB with Robin 
flaniy'i Ihe HTckerAfan. Nic Roeg's classic supernatural chilirr follows a couple 
seeking lesiocaiion freen their grief in ofT-seasun Venice. It's an Ocdipal chranicle 
of a death foielold. with a lerrifyii^ gfaffv-csgue ending. AB 
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DIRECTED BY DAVID MAJtCONI 

STARRING MKilTL FERRER. LEIIANI SARELLE. BARV'EY HER5THN 
TAGLINE CHARLIE S LIVING BIS MOVIE SCRIPT THE GOOD PARTS THE SEXY PARTS. THE BODY PARTS.' 
TRAILERS UlTUNAIL 1 1. SlITI 16. CANDYMAN; FAREWEU TO THE FLESH. PANTHER. RAGE 
CHERRYPICK 'THIS ALVT BRAIN SURGERY. SO DONT MIND-FICK IT!'' 


crccnwtiters have always ranked faitty low on the 
Tmicltown totem pole. 0£f-scrcen iheir lot mainly 
coneists of buzzing uoiuid prospective projects like 
blowHies sucking from the sulphurous vein of a vast, 
Lovccraftian leviathan. They’re forever rewriting 

all to sec their names listed along with seven or eight other equally 
ragged and embattled script-wizards over the opening credits of some 
palchworked celluloid bullshit. 

Consider, for mstance, William Holden’s boxy, priapic scnbe’i vain 
attempts to break his personal beat for the 25-mettc deaihstroke in 
Gloria Swanson's dirty pool at the start - the start, mmd youl - of Sunset 
boulevard. Or Barton Pink's brush with the Hollywood hcllmouih. Or 
the fatally luckless Vincent D’Ono&io in Robert Altman's juicy studio 
tmriguc The Player. 

Death, ruination and madness stalk them all. Divining quite why 
emema should continue to insist in portraying these poor bastards as 

ink andi'or insight than Hx-Rent Hell has as yet been allotted, so we will 
instead concentrate on a him that makes the trials and cruel visiiadons 

very small cerveza indeed. 

Charlie Pope Cplayed by Miguel Ferrer from Robocop and TVin 
Peaks excellent m a rate starring role) is a small-time screenwriter 
with a big problem: he simply doesn't know his onions. Tipping out 
the story of a murdered Mciucan embezzler from an oak-beamed ofAce 
in his tumbledown Iowa farmhouse, he just isn't getting to the sweai- 
sioincd kernel of the thing. Sent down to Mexico by his exasperated 


producer (Harvey Fierstein) in order to get the straight dope first- 
hand, Charlie sets about embracing the expat Gringo lifestyle and 
self-mythologising writers' theatricality three fingers of clear booze 
in every joint, overflowing ashtrays, typing away in nothing but his 
undctcrackers - with aplomb. 

But It’s only when he’s been seduced by a mystenous harlot, bonked 
on the head and woken up on a rusted-out hospital gurney with his right 
kidney surgically removed (or ’harvested') (hat Charlie finally teck-siaru 
his overdue trawl through the Mexicali iinterwelt. 

Thus we are presented with the stark, renal actuality of HoDywood’s 
fundamental view of ‘the writer’. Thanks for the killer plot twists and 
sublime bon mots, guys, but all we really wanted was to scoop out a 
pound of swell shit as you ihuffled past us on the way to the glue factory. 
One IS reminded of the story of the three-legged pig - a, heroic and 
much-loved farm animal inquired after by a passer-by. "How did he lose 
his porky appendage?" ‘TPcll,’’ replica the farmer, "when you've got an 
animal that good, you don’t eat it all at once." 

Proving that the warring realms of Ex-Rent HeU and Ex-Rent 
Heaven are naught but the same side of a different coin, Tlte ffarvest 
is a fountainhead of pure, unconfined VHS delight that arcs high, proud 

unbreakable ^ass ccilmg of cinema proper. 

bleak, spartan humour that would have Samuel Beckett squirming like a 
pig with a hard-on, it succeeds where the Coens' stumbled and Altman 
fell m presenting the plight of the screenwriter in absolute and cosmic 
terms. There's never an epiphany. There’s no martyrdom. There's only 
a battered stardust that Hollywood’s fiat-earth puritans can never hope 
to recombine 

Twat ever thus, Charlie. This way and not some other way. 
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or 1 l'Uid-a-h>l( minucci, the mxuic nreUs zad ebbs, by mrtu 
languid and torrid. A ceiling fan swirls, chopper blades thud 
and the tree line erupts inflame The End', recorded by The 
Doors in 1966, is forever associated with the fo-cr dream 
opening scene of Coppola's Apacafypsf Now, but according 
to Ray Manrarck its dneniatic roots go far deeper, embedded in the 
revelatory expenenee of a single'semester class he and Jim hloirison 
took at the UCLA School ofTheatet. Film andTelevision. 

Their teacher answered only to 'sir' but was better known, by those 
who remembered him at all, as Josef von Sternberg, director of Ihe 
Blue Angel and ShangJiai ExpTc$), and the man who created Marlene 
Dietnch "I think it infused The Doors' music with that dark, soulful 
feeling,'' Manzeiak once said. "Von Sternberg was the guy who was 
probably more influcnual on The Doors' sound and style and ambience 
than perhaps anyone else." 



There’s something fitting in von Sternberg’s relationship with a band 
whose allure was built on brass-neck self-mylhologismg. Despite 
that atislocralic 'von', little Jonas Sternberg spent his childhood in 
New York City where his Viennese father. Moses, made lace while 
attempting to convince gentile clients that his name was actually 
Morris. The immigrant yearning for teinvenuon was a powerful 
influence on the adult - though still diminutive -von Slcrnbetgi there's 
barely a bint of bis upbringing in his films except for in the early silent 
The Docks of .VewVbrk, wbieb uses the chance meciing of a steamer 
hand and a suicidal beauty to explore the working-class culture of the 

It was von Sternberg’s one cinematic concession to his toots. By 
1930 he had quit the New Jersey movie studios where he'd worked his 
way up horn splicer to director, and landed in Berlin. There, from the 
moment he cast Dietrich in The S/ue Angel, his work was dclincd by a 

the darkness bleeding out from the heart of Europe. 

In the five years after The Blue Angel, von Slcmbetg made a half 
dozen pictures witli Dittrich, including Shanghai Express and Blonde 
Vbnus, along the way gaining a reputation for driving bis cast and crew 
over the edge Stones abound of hit hiiiy fits, bis barbed ludgemenu on 
his performers and the regular public humiliations handed down to those 
who worked for him On some sets, he even had a blackboard for anyone 


who wanted to communicate with himi that way, he wouldn't have to 
engage directly with the barely tolerable specimens through wfrich he was 
forced to channel his genius. When it came to the popular image of the 
movie director that crystallised in the studio period, Eric von Stroheim 

created the torcuted auteur drowning in a sea of fools. 

The idea that von Sternberg's tyrannical, strutting little minel- 
European director was a 'creation' is one that has defined bis place in 

new biography of the man (nominated for a 2011 Kraezna-Kiausz Book 
Award). But while it's clear von Sternberg played up to his unage, the 
chronic iniecuruy that caused his behaviour was real and, if you look, is 
laid bate in all of the films he made with Dietrich. 

Bach of her roles m hu movies teases out another strand of self- 
loathing for von Stembeig at a icnci of weak, vain, desperate men are 
crushed by their adoration for her. What's mote, they appear to relish 
their own destruction as much as von Slernberg delights in capiuting 
every nuance of their downfall. Away from the fantasy, the director 
wilfrilly played out the part of bewitched lover, embarking on a disastrous 
affair with Dietnch that mirrored his greatest successes and sow him fill 
between public rage and private abasement as his Venus fell mto the arms 
' and beds - of countless admirers, male and female. 



When the telanonship ended, it also broke up the successful cmemalic 
pairing. Although both von Sternberg and Dietrich made passable films 
apart after 193S, neither achieved anydting like the mcandetcence 
of Their work together. His brief reign over, von Sternberg came to 
resemble a ehatacter from one of bis early and, until recently, neglected 
silent movies, TTie Last Command In it, an exiled Tsarist genera], 
reduced to making a living as a Hollywood bit-player, gets the chance 
of a leading role- as aTsarisl general in a film being made by a visiting 
Soviet director. 

A man suppressing his agonised ego through a grand sketch of empty 
power couldn't be more fillmg, except that it isn't the whole story. Jonas 
Slernberg had one final role left in lum, and it was one in which he 
reconciled the demanding dinaior and the generous arust. As Mr von 
Sternberg of UCt^ Film School, the director played himself and once 
again entranced his audience and imparted his darkly glamorous vision 
10 a new generation 
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CHARIOTS 
OF FIRE 



THE BLUES 
BROTHERS 


DIBECmi By John Ijndis FTA Auiunui 1980 

incredible tuccess of St< 
rtin's The Jerk wiU no doi: 


see a rash of movies innuenced by American 
television show Saturday Night Live arrive on our 
screens Thu effort reunites 194I't John Belushi 
and Dan Aclunyd as hlues'iinpiig brothers No, we 
don't get It either If the rowdy trailer is anything to 
go by, let’s hope this SNI. influence u short-lived 


THE FRENCH 

LIEUTENANT’S 

WOMAN 


DDtECTED BV Karel Reisz ETA A 


Meryl Streep has reportedly been 


n the : 


T Hel< 


Mirren apparently the author's first choice in 
this adaptation of John Fowln' 'unfilmable' novel. 
KueJReitz.oiSaturdayNightandSundayMornmg 
fame, will take over directing duties fixun MJot 
Forman. Harold Pinter will rework Denms Potter’s 
scnpi. All sounds like it’s going smoothly, then. 


RAIDERS OF 
THE LOST ARK 


DDtECTED BV Steven Spielberg ETA Summer 198: 

I After this year’s dismal Peat 
tbor comedy 1941, Spielberi 
will attempt to rebuild his career with a movii 
about, a Nazi-fighting archaeologist? Gooi 
luck, Steve! We'd advise this hapless director t< 
just stay away from World Wat II for the rest o 


STARDUST 

MEMORIES 




from 


Swedish gloom-meisiet Ingmar Bergman for a 

director who wants to stop makmg fiumy movies. 
After the depressing Iniertari. we wish he wouldn't 
take his own advice. Whatever happened to the 


FOR YOUR 
EYES ONLY 


DIRECTED BY John 



>Ien EIA Summt 
the ridiculoui 
James Bond 


1981 

Maor, 


we thought the adventures of this 
hopping super spy might finally be 
No such luck. Even though there are m 
Fleming novels left to bate the movie 
United Artiits continues to crank them 
Won't someone do us a favour and put 
out to pasture - for good? 


1 





SUPERMAN 11 


HEAVEN’S GATE 


•cxuial director of Tht 
Dtcr Hunter would do next should took no 
further. This low-hud)tct western reunites 
Cimmo with Christopher Walken and 
country music slat Kns Krtslofferson 
foe a stirrinji tale of love among the 
cornfieldi of 1860i Iowa. Given the pedigree 
of all involved, this could change the face of 
Hollywood forever. 

STAR TREK II: 
THE WRATH 
OF KHAN 

as Meyer ETA Summer 1982 

■MM 

VMlW title, and we're assured u s nothing 
to do with Pakistani fast bowler Imran. At 50, 
we're pretty sure William Shainer’s days m charge 
of the Starship Enterprise must be limited. Why 
not let a newcomer - Afad Max up-and-comer 
Mel Gibson, perhaps - take the wheel? 


TIME BANDITS 

DIRECTED BVTerty Gilliam ETA Summer 1981 

wondered whether the Monty 
' Python lot would ever work again 
after all the fuss over The Li/e of Brian, but Cleese, 
Palm and director'ammator Gilham ate reuniting 

time-travelling dwarves. Very Pythonesque. Also 
siarring Scan Connery and Kenny ‘R2D2’ Baker. 


ARTHUR 


DIRECTED BV Steve Cordon ETA Summer 1981 

lie’s come a long way since Petr 
'n' Dud. Following the siatesidc 
success of 10, pint-sized British superstar Dudley 

the antics of a drunken miUionasrc Poor old Peter 
Cook, meanwliile, is back m the UK crying to 
gel TV jobs. Guess who'll be remembered as ihc 
comic genius in this duo. 

CALIGULA 

DIRECTED BY Tinto Brass ETA Early 1980 

< audiences will finally gel 
clap eyes on this alteady- 
notorioui, flesh-filled historical epic ibis year 
h stars John Gielgud. Peter O’Toole. Malcolm 
McDowell and a whole bevy of uodad ladies and 


Gore Vidal has distanced himself 


STILL OF 
THE NIGHT 

DIRECTED BV Robert Benton EIA Late 1982 

The Oscar-winning Kramer I'j. 
I Kramer ddector will attempt to 
make magic with Meryl Streep a second tunc 
Tins Hitchcockian thriller co-slars Roy Scheider, 
still hot off critical smash hit AU That Jazi, as a 
psychiatrist who falls for the widow of one of his 
patients Could it be Oscar time again for Benton 


ROCKY III 


DIRECTED BV Sylvester Stallone ETA 1982 

I After the huge box office success 
' of Rocky //, It was certain that the 
Italian stallion would be back. Rumour has il the 
script sees Rocky's old nemesis Apollo Creed 
(Carl Weathers} called upon to tram the champ 
for a fight against a cocky upstart Saturday A'lfAi 
prospect Eddie Murphy is in the fiame to co- 


,r Sly is 


o dircci 
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DUNE 


DIRECTni 6V Bidlcy Scoti ETA Laic 1981 

of Alien, the British director 
will retum to space with this adaptation of 
Frank Herbert’s acclaimed science-fiction 
noreh consigning Alejandro Jodorowsky’s 


Orson Welles — i 
Scott has taken oi 


the movie graveyard. 


ON GOLDEN 
POND 

DIRECTED BY Mark Rydcll ETA 1982 

i Two of Hollywood's most 
beloved stars, Kalherme 
Hepburn and Henry Fonda, will finally 
unite in their autumn years to play an 
ageing couple attempting to mend their 
retanonship with their daughter (Jane 
Fonda). We hear the younger Fonda 
bought the rights to the hit Broadway 
play to patch up her relationship with 

RAGING 

BULL 

B BY Martin Scorsese FIA 1 980 
I The Taxi Dnier director’s 
St collaboration with 
his muse Robert De Niro tells the true 
story of one-time boxer Jake LaMotta. 
Rumour has it Scorsese's decision to 
film in black-and-white, and almost 

newcomers Qoe Pesci has a lead cole... 
No, us neither) has angered producers. 
Still, it ought to be better titan Alice 
Doesn't Lite Hen Anymore. 

HOT LUNCH 

DIRECTED BY Alan Parker ETA 1980 

I After Midnight Express, the 
British director returns to 

musical about a gang of fame-hungry 
New York teenagers. Working with a cast 
of newcomers, Parker u clearly looking to 
rediscover the box office magic of Bugsy 
Malone. We heat a title change might be 



ESCAPE TO 
VICTORY 


THE 

STUNTMAN 


The Apeeotypi 
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GUILLERMO DELTORO 

PRESENTS 

ONE OF THE BEST THRILLERS 
OF THE YEAR” 

★ ★ ★ ★ ★ 



A FILM BY GUILLEM MORALES 


JULIA'S EYES 

II 

A NEW THRILLER EROM THE PRODUCERS OE 

THE ORPHANAGE 

JSL -a- ^ •«— eAHAi* •- ■ -WH** <01 ,►* ^ 

TN CINEMAS MAY 20 


